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CHAPTER I

THE Duchess Is a good scout, but she requires delicate

handling. For weeks I had been cherishing a secret passion

to visit France again. Carefully I put out a feeler, as we
sat on the porch of Dachet House looking off over lawn

and flowered walks to the green banks of Silvermine

River.

"It reminds me of Tours/' I remarked.

"Tours? I never hear that name/' replied the Duchess,

"but instantly I recall five weeks of rain, and a lost piece

of luggage containing our wet weather shoes/*

This was getting off to a bad start so I determined to

be canny. After an interval I said, casually: "Those

after-tea wanderings we used to take along the book-

stalls by the Seine; the old Montparnasse Studio. Doesn't

the thought of Paris give you a twinge of homesickness?

It might be fun to run over and . . /*

"Oh, those spring twilights!" the Duchess broke in.

"How we did love them, and the autumn afternoons!

But do you remember how we hated Paris in summer?

Hated seeing the places we had enjoyed in quietness run

over by a horde of tourists?**

The Duchess was obviously not in a mood to consider



AWAY TO THE GASPE

France. I determined to wait until another time. Sud-

denly she grew animated. "It's not the old France of

today/
5

she said, "but the new France of yesterday that's

occupying my mind."

"New France of yesterday? What do you mean?"

"Canada, colonial Canada, in particular the Gaspe

Peninsula where Jacques Cartier landed in 1534. You
know he took possession of the land in the name of the

French King, Frangois Premier, I think it was. This year

Canada is celebrating the 4ooth anniversary of Cartier's

achievement."

"Where in the world is the Gaspe Peninsula?"

"Oh, one goes to Quebec, and there takes Route 2,

if I remember rightly." The Duchess is not at her best

in discussing locations.

"See here," I said with some heat, "you have been

doing underground work on the summer vacation."

"Well," she explained, "I knew you wanted to go to

France, and I knew I wanted to go to the Gaspe Pen-

insula. So, it seemed wise to be prepared, in case we

compromised on French Canada."

"As your cat's out of the bag, here goes mine; I've

been dreaming all winter of a summer in France."

"And French wine, with the dollar at a discount?"

When the dollar entered the conversation I realized

again that this was not the right moment to speak of my
plans.

[a]
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About four-thirty that same afternoon, the Duchess

came into the studio with a handful of printed matter

which she dropped into a chair beside her as she sat down

to pour the tea.

"Cream?" she asked. "And two lumps?"

You won't understand the Duchess, if you don't real-

ize that to her every event is charged with infinite pos-

sibilities, whether it be the drinking of afternoon tea or

a total eclipse of the moon. Having served me my tea

more moons than I can count, she asked the usual,

"Cream? And two lumps?", and looked a little aston-

ished at my nod of approval, that I could prefer it so,

while a world of fresh experience awaited a pioneering

palate.

Then a few minutes later, in that pleasant tone in-

duced by the second cup, the Duchess said, "Pull up

your chair, and let me show you how to get to Gaspe,

P. Q."
"P. Q.? Does that mean Pretty Quick?"

"Let's hope so. Province of Quebec, anyway. Here is

a map. You see, Quebec is the best starting point. The

Gaspe Peninsula really begins at Sainte Flavie. There

Route 6 starts, and following close along the Peninsula's

north shore, swings with it east to Perce, and then back

south west to Matapedia."

"I see. Why haven't I known something about it be-

fore?"

[3]
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"There hasn't been a good road around the whole

Peninsula until recently. They tell me people are just

waking up to the extraordinary beauty of Gaspe moun-

tains and sea. Rather wonderful to get both, isn't it?

That's the best reason why we should go there. You love

the sea, I love the mountains. We could go together,

and yet each be satisfied in opposite ways."

"Gosh, do you think I could poke around any of

those shores in a little boat?"

"Wait a minute." The Duchess stirred up her travel

literature, and pulled out a gaily bound booklet. "Here,

this tells about the fishing."
"
'Romantic Gaspe.' Ah, now I see why it's got you.

But no fooling," said I, turning the leaves, "if the pic-

tures don't lie, it's a grand country."

"Did you ever see such bays and headlands?"

"Looks paintable."

"We might go up through the White Mountains to

Quebec, then around the Peninsula, and home by way
of New Brunswick and the Maine coast. Roughly speak-

ing, that would be about three thousand miles."

"But have you thought of the cost; hotels and all

that for the whole summer?"

"No hotels."

"What? Are we to fly?"

"No, live in a tent, when not driving."

"Good heavens, are you proposing to sleep in a tent

[4]
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for ninety nights?"

"Barring cloudbursts and hurricanes, that's just what

I think would make the trip especially amusing. Think

of all the things that might happen in a tent, that would

bring you into relation with the 'habitants.'
"

"Yes," I answered, "such as being drowned, or blown

away."

The Duchess laughed. Then she said: "By cooking

our meals most of the time, we could live well for very

little money."

"But," I said, "the equipment alone would cost
"

"Exactly, and we have it. We can use the things we

had on that camping trip we made to the White Moun-

tains, years ago. I'd forgotten all about them till I went

to the attic last week and there sat the tent in its bag,

[ J ]
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sort of looking at me. As I took hold of it to move it out

of the way, I suddenly saw what we might do. And
then and there I hunted up every last thing; the folding

beds, chairs, table, the gasoline stove, even the set of

cooking pots; opened the tin trunk, and there were bed

rolls and blankets not a hole in anything. Oh, Dan,

wouldn't it be the best sort of fun to camp around

Gaspe Peninsula?"

"Now you're talking." I, too, began to feel excited.

"This Gaspe trip might be all right, done in the open."

"Just think," she went on, "with the cost of hotels,

cabins and meals reduced to a minimum, we could go

slowly enough to see, and hear, and feel and taste, the

things native to that particular part of the world. We
shouldn't need to travel like bullets, but like sentient

human beings."

"I understand. Moseying along as we please. Here a

day, and there a week. Drinking life slowly enough to

taste it."

"Exactly."

"Done that way, what do you suppose it would cost?"

"I know pretty well," she answered. "About five

hundred dollars; three months' good living; trifling

souvenirs for friends; reading matter; and an occasional

extravagance."

"There you go again. Always seeing the end in the

beginning. You're a wonder! Here's my hand on it.**

[6]
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When our friends in the Valley learned we were to

spend the summer tenting on Gaspe Peninsula, they ex-

claimed, incredulously, "The Duchess? In a tent? For

twelve weeks?" And then asked, "When do you leave?"

And we assured them that on Thursday, June 28th, we

would be away to the Gaspe.

The day of the historic exit dawned. Free now of ties,

we gave ourselves wholeheartedly to the matter of

scientifically packing the car. By afternoon all was set,

and at four-ten with the sun shining we pulled out of

New Canaan and headed for the Berkshires.

[7]



CHAPTER II

STREAKING along Route 7 In our old phaeton with a

trunk holding on behind for dear life, the Duchess

sighed happily and said, "I can't believe we're off." Then

turning to look at the load in the tonneau, "If we really

have here all the things we shall need for living during

three months, in every kind of temperature and weather,

state of mind and body, for work and leisure, night and

day, I call it a good job you've done to pack them all so

we can see out of the back window."

"Don't forget that it's what you've left behind that

assures the success of this expedition."

After we leftDanbury the country grew more beauti-

ful. Steep green hillsides rose on our left, while away to

the right stretched mown meadows patterned with hay
cocks, or acres of growing wheat. Along wayside wails

elderberry bushes leaned creamy heads of bloom. Now
and again, as we passed a farmhouse with its red barns,

hollyhocks would nod to us over a picket fence, and

flame colored tiger lilies beckon from an old fashioned

garden. When our way was lined with elms and maples,

an opening between the trees would give a sudden, lovely

glimpse of smoky blue distance. Rolling along over the

[8]
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fine road to the Berkshires with not a rattle from the

hundred and one things packed in the tonneau for three

months' living in parts unknown, suddenly I realized

we were in the main street of Kent, and I heard the

Duchess saying,
ctDo slow down."

"We drove through the evening light down the long

tree-shaded street, past Kent Inn, the post office, and on

to Kent Falls Reservation five miles from the town.

There, directed by the Supervisor, we headed up a nar-

row twisting road to the right, and after a few minutes

emerged into a green clearing circled by tall forest trees.

Out of a glorious western sky shafts of golden light

from the setting sun fell through the leafy branches.

I shut off the motor. Involuntarily we looked at one

another and smiled. No one else was here and all this

kingdom of earth ^pd sky was for us alone. Someone

had built a fireplace and a sturdy table and bench over

by an old apple tree and from somewhere off to the

right, came the sound of running water. That must be

Kent River, I thought, hurrying over its stones to a

final plunge down the great cliff.

We rested awhile in the peace of it all and then climb-

ing out, began lifting from the tonneau what we had so

lately persuaded into it. Beauty certainly does sweeten

labor and in no time at all the tent was up, attached to

the car, and stowed with things we should need. Supper

we ate in silence, listening to the loveliest of all bird
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songs, the song of the veery, which rose from the deep

heart of the forest. Twilight came, bringing a silken

coolness. The bird song ceased. Still we lingered. Then

darkness drew in close, and stars lighted us to bed.

It was gray when I awoke, and fearful that our first

day might be rainy I turned and had another look out

of the tent's little window to the east. There I saw

fleecy clouds tinged with pink on a field of blue, fore-

telling another perfect June day.

About nine o'clock just as we finished breakfast, we

heard the rumble of a truck coming up the steep grade

from the highway. It reached the top and turned in. A
large man with a tired air got out. He carried a bag and

a stick with a spike on the end of it. I don't know
whether one can be jovial and pessimistic at the same

time, but that is what this driver of an ancient vehicle

proved to be. I watched him at his work of cleaning up
the encampment. He had the trained eye, the steady

hand, of an old harpoon man of a New Bedford whaler.

I approached and remarked tentatively, ''Good morn-

ing. A fine day."

"Mornin'," he said, without looking up.

I made another conversational effort. "Well, that's

one thing you won't have to do after we go pick up
trash. You'll never know we've been here."

He raised his head and laughed, laughed to high
heaven. "Why, son, you've got it down pat like the

[10]
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rest of 'em." He speared a cigarette butt. "There was a

party in here Saturday night. They had the same story

you're telling me. Well, you may not believe it, but

when I came up here next morning. 111 be darned if I

could find the camp tables, and there's a lot of them

about. Snowed under they was." He speared a bit of

newspaper. "I let 'em talk, and then come up next

morning just the same. You're a queer lot, you campers."

As he drove off, he called back with a laugh, "I'll be

up in the morning."

He was there when we were about ready to leave. He
had his bag and stick, and wandered around where our

tent had been, but we'd made sure he should find noth-

ing not even a match-head. He seemed disappointed at

our unexpected neatness but managed to bid us a fairly

cheerful good-bye as we drove down the hill and took

the road to the north.

It was sjill the old familiar road and we soon were at

Canaan and crossing the Massachusetts line. We passed

through the peaceful villages of Sheffield, Stockbridge

and Lenox, and soon arrived in Pittsfield.

"Where do we go from here?" I asked.

"Pull up. That's what I want to find out,"

"But you have a map. Let's have a look."

"Here, you take it. There's the Automobile Club of

America over in that building, I want to ask some ques-

tions. I won't be long." The Duchess was oflf.
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Lighting a cigarette, I gazed at Pittsfield. In a few

minutes the Duchess came back carrying enough maps

and pamphlets to have taken us around the world.

"Such a nice young man. Fm full of information. Look

at this special map. Do you see these little red pine trees?

They mark all the public camps in the state and national

Parks right up to the Canadian border. Isn't it grand?

We take Route 8 out of here for North Adams. Then

the Mohawk Trail. Look, here is the little red pine tree

half way through the Trail, where we can camp to-

night/
5 The Duchess was out of breath and flushed with

excitement over the wealth of material she had wheedled

out of the nice young man.

"Looks good to me. Let's get going/' I said.

After we had left North Adams behind us, we saw

off in the distance a streak of astonishing blue. "What

can it be? It's unbelievable like a great turquoise/*

said the Duchess. The color grew more intense as we

approached, till we found ourselves looking at a small

pond.

"Now what can make the water such an astonishing

color? Oh, please, sir," the Duchess was leaning out of

the car and addressing a passerby, "can you tell me why
that pond is so blue?"

"Lime," the man said, "it's an old lime quarry*"

"Thank you," she called, and we were that much
wiser as we swung around to the right and started up
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the Mohawk Trail. We stopped at the top of the moun-

tain and the view of the wide valley below, bathed in

evening light, brought a feeling of the deep peace and

calm of the countryside. Then remembering where we

planned to be that night, we started on our way down

the other side between precipitous walls of green, into

the blue shadows of evening as we neared the bottom.

Then I heard the Duchess saying, "I can see the camp

ground. It's off to the left on the edge of the river. OEh,

I'm relieved it's a beautiful spot."

We asked the man in charge about a place for the

tent.

"It's pretty full right here," he said. "Drive down the

road a few hundred yards, and turn off to the left. There

you'll find a new camp ground we've just opened up.
w

We did as he suggested; in the few moments left us

before nightfall, pitched our tent at the northeast end,

between Cold River and the highway, among pines and

[13]
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white birch trees.

With darkness came the mosquitoes, to the Duchess's

great consternation. "Please/
5

she begged, "walk back

to the store and get me something to keep them off." I

went and returned with a small bottle of evil-smelling

brown liquid.

"It's what the fishermen use in the woods," I said;

"the store-keeper told me if we smeared it over hands

and face nothing would come near us." We did so and

were convinced that nothing possibly could. The

Duchess having arranged the tent with everything in

its appointed place, we gave it a final "flitting" and lay

down in the cold sweet air to what proved untroubled

sleep.

On Sunday, the first of July, I sat reading beside noisy

Cold River. The bank under me was held firm by roots

of birch, tall hard maple, and hemlock. Up and down

the river bed as far as I could see were boulders, rocks,

and stones of all shapes and sizes, bleached, worn and

tumbled in a wild confusion that did not spell beauty.

The opposite bank was bordered with dark trees and

immediately behind them was a mountain wall of green

that ran sheer to the infinite heavens. Far above filmy

cloud shreds floated in the bluest of skies. The river

fascinated me; clear, beautiful water running over rocks

and sandy bottoms, and cold as its name.

That morning coffee was to be made* The water jug
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was empty, and not wishing to exert any undue effort,

I went to the river and filled it. Climbing up the bank,

I walked back to the tent, thinking that we would soon

be drinking our favorite beverage. The coffee pot was

in my hand when the Duchess emerged from the tent.

"Coffee?"

"Yes," I said, "as soon as the water boils. With toast

and jam."

"Where did you get the water?"

"Why why
"

(I knew I was wrong. One cannot be

primitive with the Duchess) "down there," pointing to

the river. "It's wonderful water and so cold." (I don't

know why I thought it being cold was going to help

me.)

"Did you notice," the Duchess held me with her eye,

"that up the road at the main camp site, this same river

has been dammed up to make a swimming pool, and

did you see yesterday that most of the people in those

tents were bathing in it?"

"Enough, enough," I said, seeing the error of my ways,

and I proceeded to empty Cold River on the ground,

with its millions of germs of every known and unknown

disease.

"If man were left to himself," continued the Duchess,

"he would soon be wiped off the face of the earth. Do

you realize
"

"I realize," I said, "there is water to be had five hun-
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dred yards up the road, pure water that bubbles out of

an iron pipe."

That same afternoon wandering along the bank, I

saw out in the middle of Cold River, with Totem Look

Out to the right of it, and Todd Mountain to the left

of it, a boulder. And carved upon it upside-down were

the words: "Charles Brody, August 23, '32." The more

I looked at it the more I wondered. When I pointed it

out to the Duchess, her imagination was stirred, and

she drew for me a wonderful word picture of Mr. Brody

taking his hammer and chisel in hand on a hot August

afternoon, wading out into the river, and clambering

aboard that boulder, seeking fame. "Why," she said,

"Mr. Brody probably had read about Stone Mountain,

and determined to go Borglum one better. By Gingo,

he'd do his carving upside-down!"

We stayed all day Sunday beside Cold River, reveling

in the beauty of the Trail. Monday, after a night of

showers, dawned clear. As we were eating breakfast a

young Forest Ranger appeared with six C.C*C. men to

finish the construction of a small wooden bridge near by.

We began talking with him. Suddenly the Duchess

asked: "Is there a tide in this river?" (Tide! In a moun-

tain stream a couple of hundred miles from the coast!)

The Ranger didn't bat an eye. "Perhaps youM call it a

tide, Ma'am. Do you notice how low the water is now?

Well, this river drains thirty-two square miles of coun-
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try. We had a thunderstorm the other day in these

mountains/
5

he walked over to the edge of the bank,

"do you see that boulder out there?" he pointed to our

Mr. Brody's boulder. "When the tide rises," he looked

at the Duchess with a smile, "the water is 'way over a

rock like that. Rushing down it takes even bigger ones

and rolls them about as though they were so many peb-

bles. Why, this spring when the ice broke up
"
But I

didn't wait to hear more. My idyl was shattered. The

river had done it. Rising in its might it had taken Mr.

Brody's boulder from where he had worked on it right-

side-up, and, tossing it about like a plaything, on its

way to the sea had at last thrown it away upside-down.



CHAPTER III

the sun growing hotter and hotter we hurried to

repack the car, and pull up stakes. Toward eleven, all

snug and tight in the tonneau, we called a good-bye to

the ranger and his crew, drove into the highway and

headed Sally toward White Ledge Camp, Conway, N. H.

It was a day in a thousand, and the scenery beautiful

beyond description, the road now running beside moun-

tain streams, again through fertile valleys. At Greenfield

we stopped for lunch. Then on through Northfield. Ap-
proaching Keene, far away in the summer sky was Mt.

Monadnock. And at Marlow all the old trees were bent

toward the east. It was after four when we reached

Lake Sunapee. There we had a high tea, "Tor you never

can tell," said the Duchess, "we may not get any supper/"

Setting out again with renewed energy we passed

through Laconia; came through lovely country to Lake

Winnisquam, where we saw a very little steamer called

Uncle Sam; and finally, as the Duchess began to yawn,
and wonder whether there was such a place as White

Ledge Camp, we came upon the road sign of the

National Forest Reserve, telling us it was at hand. We
turned thankfully into the grounds, it was nine
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o'clock, chose a site carefully, and then with all pos-

sible haste had just time to get up the tent before dark.

It had been a long day's drive, but every moment of it

had been delightful.

The mosquitoes now made themselves felt again, so

I pulled out the pump gun and tried a little shooting.

After watching me a moment or two, the Duchess said,

"Here, give it to me. You're shooting high and they're

flying low. Better get inside." I dove into the tent.

Behind the mosquito bar of the flap, I watched her.

She shot from the hip up, down, to left, to right,

under the table, over the table. Visions of Diana, of

Annie Oakley, of Mrs. Martin Johnson, flashed through

my mind. "But," I thought, "the Duchess is the greatest

hunter of them all. She can hit what she does not see."

When the last drop in the gun was gone, I heard, "All

clear," and came out. The mosquitoes has vanished be-

fore the fury of the Duchess's attack.

Next morning I made a tour of White Ledge Camp.
I wanted to see Who Was Who, and Where. A little way
below us I found a professor and his wife, who intended

to use this camp as a base from which to take mountain

climbing expeditions.

"We like to take it easy at first," he said, "and make

short trips until we're in condition for the fun of our

vacation. Then we go into the heart of the Presidential

Range and really climb."
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Across from where we were located, on a knoll similar

to ours, was a family group: Father, an ex-sailor;

Mother, his wife; and two young sons. He had swung his

old navy hammock between two trees and there he

slept.

Scattered about the clearing were fifteen or twenty

other groups each with tent and car. Each had a fire-

place that Uncle Sam had provided and, within easy

reach, standpipes of good water. A well-built Com-

munity Shelter suggested occasional entertainment.

On the evening of this our first day at White Ledge

Camp, the Duchess sensed a storm. "It won't do any

harm to put out an extra guy rope,** said she, and her

"feeling" proved correct. That night, July 3rd, Nature,

as if in preparation for the national holiday, gave us a

storm of crashing thunder, wind and rain, that tested

every seam of our little tent. Being on the knoll gave

good drainage. We kept dry and, thanks to the extra

guy rope, did not blow away.

The Fourth dawned gloriously bright and clear.

About nine o'clock the professor appeared.

"We're going to take a bit of a hike today and won-

dered if you and your wife would like to go along?"

"Where away?" I asked.

"Well, it's not much of a climb," apologetically, "but

we want to make a beginning. Really, it's more of a

[20]
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walk. "We're going up Kearsage. The father and one of

the boys are going," he nodded toward the sailor's camp,

"and we thought that if you two came along it would

make a jolly party/*

The Duchess begged to be excused, saying she had in-

numerable things to do, probably seeing the end in the

beginning, but she thought it would be grand for me
to go.

The professor said each should carry his own lunch,

so the Duchess got busy and took all her books out of

my old knapsack and packed it with good sandwiches,

fruit, and a thermos of hot coffee. She did not fail to add

her own particular touch an extra sweater. I protested

at that. "But, you never can tell," said the Duchess.

By the time I was ready, the sailor and his son joined

us. He had dressed ship for the holiday: blue suit and

new tan shoes. (I don't know to this day why the pro-

fessor said nothing about those shoes.) The sailor and

his son got into their car, I got in with the professor and

his wife, and we all set out on the road to Intervale.

Once there we were to leave the cars, and take a trail

that started directly back of the railroad station.

The professor started talking of the art of mountain

climbing and we missed the Intervale station, and were

miles away on the wrong road before we discovered our

mistake. Turning back, we ultimately found the station

[21]
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and parked. Half an hour afterward the sailor turned

up. He had taken a wrong road and driven miles out of

his way.

The five of us, packs adjusted, started off, the pro-

fessor leading with the Appalachian Guide Book (his

"Bible") in hand. This, he made clear, was necessary,

because Kearsage was the only one of the White Moun-

tains he and his wife had not climbed, and he wished to

be in readiness.

We had gone about a mile along the well-made trail

and, finding the ascent easy, were congratulating our-

selves on our speed, when we came to a tree, from which

one trail went to the right and another to the left. The

"Bible" was consulted. "We take the right trail/' an-

nounced the professor. "We should reach the first ledges

in fifty minutes." To my horror I now discovered he

was the kind of climber who, if the book said a grade

should be made in fifty minutes, would want to do it

in forty-five. This was my first mountain, but I made

up my mind to stick with the professor.

Thirty of the forty-five minutes allowed had gone
and we were all pretty well strung out in a line. Nothing
in the world could have made rne call for a halt, but

when I saw the professor sit down for a breathing spell,

it was all right with me. He calculated we could take a

few minutes oif and still reach the first ledges ahead of

time.







AWAY TO THE GASPE

Sailor came up, mopping his brow. "We're about at

the top, aren't we?"

The professor turned on him. "Why, we've only

started. We haven't begun to climb"

"Oh, my dogs," said the sailor, sitting down and tak-

ing hold of a yellow shod foot.

His son who had steamed ahead, called back, "Come

on, Pop, let's get going. Gee, this is great."

I was ready to lie down right there and take a nap,

but the professor was on his feet again, and got us go-

ing. "Watch," said he, "for a white mark on a tree or

rock to indicate the trail." As we walked, the trees be-

gan to thin out. It wasn't long before he whooped. We
had reached the first ledges five minutes ahead of book

schedule. I came puffing along and stood beside him on

the bare rock.

A view spread before us that took one's breath away.

That's the usual expression, I believe, on beholding the

magnificent, but my breath had gone long before.

The professor got out his camera to take a shot, his

wife helping. The boy dashed around after blueberries.

The sailor held on to his "poor dogs" and I lay down

and had a smoke, enjoying it all. The boy rushed up, his

mouth full of blueberries. "Pop, how about food? I'm

hungry. I say we have something to eat right here and

now."

Pop groaned: "I couldn't carry another thing, not
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even a crumb of bread/' But before the boy could get

out a sandwich, the professor, having taken his shot, was

off again.

"How much further?" asked the sailor.

"Why, we haven't climbed Bartlett yet. You see/
9

striding ahead, "we have to go over Bartlett, and down

the other side. HI show you in a moment/'

We picked our way over bare rock, following little

cairns piled up to show the way. Again we were in the

forest and then out on more ledges where we caught up
with the professor. He pointed: "There's Kearsage/' I

looked and most of my insides seemed to drop away,

for there, across a ravine, sticking up into the blue

heavens, was the mountain I had thought we were

climbing.

"Now it's just down, and then up again/' said the

professor, with the gleam of the true mountain climber

in his eye.

"My gosh/' said the sailor,

"Come on, Pop/* sang out the boy.

The professor's wife told us to go along, as she'd like

to take her time. I looked at the little fire station away
off on the very top of Kearsage, and took another reef

in my belt, I was only conscious of trees and rocks,

rocks and trees; the trees thinning out all the time. Sud-

denly a couple came in sight, striding along down, with

an air of accomplishment.

[Ml
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"Great view up there," they said heartily, in passing.

"Oh, yeah," remarked the sailor.

"Great!" the man called back, as he and his lady

dropped below us out of sight.

Somewhere between there and the top I must have

gotten my second wind. I had lost count of time, when,

on looking up, there, miraculously near, was the Fire

Station. As a matter of fact, three long hours had gone

by. A last scramble and we were all sitting on the bare

dome of Kearsage, looking through blue summer haze

for miles in every direction.

A Ranger had just arrived for a term of duty, and

two of them out on the rocks were about to depart.

"Don't forget to come back and relieve me. You know

there is a dance in town Saturday night and I want to

take my girl to it."

"Fat chance you'll have," said one.

"HI scalp you both if Fm not relieved. And remem-

ber the coffee and bacon," he shouted, as the two, in

great haste to be oif, disappeared down over the side.

"They don't seem to be heading the way we came

up," I said.

"No. We always follow the telephone line. Pretty

tough going, but they'll be at the bottom in an hour."

By this time the others of our party were having

lunch. I found a place that sheltered me from the wind

and fell to on the Duchess's sandwiches, blessing her
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especially for the hot coffee, and gazing all the while at

the magnificent panorama. Walking about later I came

upon a little patch of green in a hollow of the rock. It

was dotted with buttercups. I picked a few of the

flowers and put them in my knapsack to take back to

the Duchess from a garden in the clouds.

The Ranger showed us how fires were charted on his

map and told us about his work.

"Did you notice the thunder-storm last night?" I

asked.

"Did I notice it! Boy! This hut was struck five times!

We Rangers wouldn't stay up here if it weren't for the

lightning rods/'

On the way down I wanted to see if I could pick up
the trail. Much to my delight I didn't make a wrong
turn. Kearsage may be a joke to a mountain climber, but

the next day when we passed it on our way to Canada,

I looked up at it with respect. Pointing it out to the

Duchess, I said, "That's Kearsage."

"Yes?" she replied.

"And do you see a little hut w-a-y up at the top?"

"That," said the Duchess, smiling, "is where my but-

tercups came from/*



CHAPTER IV

WE breakfasted early on July jth. I creaked and groaned
a bit after the climb up Kearsage, but breaking camp
and packing the car very soon showed me that I was

suffering no major injuries, for I responded favorably to

the harsh treatment. With everything stowed in its ap-

pointed place, we hopped in and soon were on our way
north along Route 16.

We rolled on through faintly familiar country when,

all of a sudden, on rounding a bend we saw the whole

Presidential Range of the White Mountains rising in

majestic beauty against the sky. Washington, Jefferson,

Madison, Adams. We stopped the car and sat there gaz-

ing at this grandeur in silence, till I heard the Duchess

saying, "Can Gaspe be better than this?"

But I was thinking of the professor and his wife. Soon

they would be in the midst of those glorious mountains,

their feet treading green forest ways, stony heights,

or cool watered trails. In a flash I understood the passion

of the mountain climber. I started the car and with a last

look over our shoulders we went on through a gorgeous

country toward Pinkham Notch. At the foot of Mt.

Washington, where the road for automobiles begins, we
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stopped to have a look at the meadow we had camped

in on our first outdoor adventure. I stepped on the gas

before the Duchess could suggest unpacking and setting

up the tent then and there. Just before reaching Gorham,

she said: "At Conway I saw on a map a little red pine

tree just about here watch out!" The words were

scarcely spoken before I saw ahead the white and green

symbol of the National Forest Reservation, and slowing

down read: DOLLY COPP CAMP.

The Duchess and the Forest Rangers in charge of the

camp had a long talk on the merits of camp life and I

had difficulty in convincing her that we must leave

immediately if we wanted to cross the Border by eve-

ning. In Benton we saw masses of peonies in a dooryard;

a month later than those at home. The road led us along

the Androscoggin River which was literally jammed
with logs for miles and miles. River and road were bor-

dered with buttercups and daisies. In a wide meadow
we saw little hay cocks with night caps tied under their

chins. At Beecher Falls the Duchess grew very much
alive as we drew up outside the Canadian Customs

House.

"It's my turn to get information, and go through
with formalities/* said I, afraid that if I let her go in to

do the talking, she would come out decorated with the

gold badge of one of the officers.

The Canadians were polite and efficient. In less than
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two minutes I was given the papers necessary for a stay

in the land of The World's Best Neighbor.

"Any maps?" asked the Duchess, as I settled myself

at the wheel.

"Why more?** hedging. "Our collection as it stands

would be a credit to the Congressional Library."

"I ought to have gone in myself," she murmured, and

was silent till nearing St. Malo, just as I had sensed a

sweetness in the air, I heard her exclaiming over the fields

of red and white clover and purple vetch.

Toward five o'clock, going along at a good clip, we

suddenly saw cabins which were so attractive that I

slowed down. There was a restaurant and six or eight

tiny white cottages set on the rising slope of a green

meadow.

"Too early to stop?" I asked.

"Yes, but we may not find such a nice place to stay

further on," said the Duchess, "and we must have a

cabin for tonight."

Next morning we were off for Quebec by ten o'clock,

having dressed for town and repacked accordingly. The

country for miles showed farms of small acreage; a little

wheat, a few potatoes, now and then yellow mustard.

Sheep grazed under the trees and except for an occa-

sional horse or dog, seemed to be the only animals in

evidence.

The Duchess got out a map, though the highway was
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wide and well marked. She's suspicious, however, even of

Government maps, expecting the road to take a sudden

turn and without warning plunge into the wilderness.

As we were skirting the edge of a small lake we saw

a sign announcing that Disraeli was only three miles

away. "Do you think," said the Duchess, ''this town

we're coming to can have any connection with Eng-

land's great Prime Minister of that name?"

"Well," said I, seeing in my mind a figure clothed in

gorgeous robes of state, "I doubt if Benjamin Disraeli,

Premier of Great Britain, ever paid a visit to Disraeli,

Canada- But the genius of the English may very well

have brought that about."

As we went along, the Duchess glanced this way and

that, taking in the Canadian scene. I heard an exclama-

tion: "Look! A wagon top on a Ford chassis! How amus-

ing! But after all, why not? And there's another. A
baker's with a fine horse, too."

"If you're looking for original ideas," I waved a hand

toward an enormous church which seemed to be entirely

of metal, but probably was not, "there's one. And it

looks old enough to have been created before we in the

States began to give each other tin flowers as expressions

of undying affection."

We were now running slowly through the principal

street of Disraeli.

"Good heavens!" exclaimed the Duchess, just as I,

[30]







AWAY TO THE GASPE

too, saw an open buggy drawn by a black and white bul-

lock coming toward us. A young lad, comfortably

seated, was driving and both he and the bullock took

themselves casually.

"That settles the matter," said the Duchess. "The

Canadians are an inventive people. I salute them."

We passed a few shops and houses which dwindled in

numbers till we were again running between open fields

and the town was left behind.

And now we saw for the first time, along the road

and in a neighboring meadow, a beautiful mass of

shrubs blossoming in a crown of pink florets which

were circled by dependent narrow glossy, green leaves.

Could it be wild azalea, the country cousin of the

rhododendron?

"Of course," exclaimed the Duchess, "it would be a

flower that marks this town of Disraeli. Wasn't the man
himself characterized by his love of the primrose?"

A long way beyond Disraeli we came upon the first

Wayside Shrine we had seen. In a flowery ditch near by
a man was struggling with a bull that had fallen down,

and exclaiming in a manner not usually heard near such

a place.

About three o'clock, as we were traveling along

through the country, we saw a boy ahead of us in the

road, waving his arms. I managed to slow down and

come to a stop. He was a bright-eyed, round-faced ten-
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year-old and he held toward us wild strawberries in a tin

neatly lined with paper.

"Do get them/
5

said the Duchess, "for supper." So

the boy and I made the necessary exchange and I was

letting in the clutch when he asked with shy bravado,

"Cigarette?"

"Sure," I said, not able to resist his charm, and lighted

it for him with the electric lighter in the car. I won-

dered what kind of a match he thought it was, as, beam-

ing, he stepped back to let us go along. We rounded a

corner and grouped by the roadside was a whole flock of

wild strawberry boys. Our lad had cut them out of a

sale by remembering the old saying: "He travels the

fastest who travels alone."

Nearing Thetford Mines we wondered what kind of

mines they could be. When we got there we soon found

that asbestos is the chief product of that town. Gray
dust that powdered people, the streets and the houses

was in the air. Great gray buildings backed by huge gray

mountains of waste or of asbestos, which were constantly

added to by the busy little trains on high runways that

were dumping their loads, and steadily building the

mountains of gray higher.

Soon after leaving this dusty village, we approached

Valley Junction. According to the map our route

crossed Chauderie River, so we went 00 down a hill and

through a small village. There before us stretched a

[3*]
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long covered bridge and beside the road was a large

sign announcing the fact that it was: "Closed till

5 :oo P. M." What were we to do? A workman came up
to the car and pointed to the sign. I pointed to the other

side of the river. He pointed more vehemently to the

sign, and I as vehemently to the further shore. Then the

Duchess remembered her French and said: "Quebec."
This brought a torrent of information in sign lan-

guage which I understand with ease. I learned and trans-

lated to the Duchess, that if we did not want to wait

till five o'clock, we could make a detour of five miles to

a bridge up the river at St. Joseph-de-Beauce and come

back down the river on the other side. This would take

us out of our way, but we decided to try it.

The road was narrow but not too bad and we had gone

a mile or two when a boy stepped out from the roadside

and signaled us. We stopped and he began a detailed ex-

planation of some fact which we were fairly sure con-

cerned us. The Duchess's French and my understanding

of signs went out of business together, but suddenly like

a gleam in a fog I thought I caught the word "steep."

Nodding to him with a "thank you" we went on. A few

minutes later at the bottom of a slight declivity, we

smiled at what the boy considered worth a warning.

The road wound narrowly between wide, empty fields

and we could see it stretching on mile upon mile till the

river it followed was lost in hazy distance. It gave us a
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thwarted feeling to be traveling in a direction opposite

to tlie one desired, and we were so intent upon get-

ting through with it that we grew silent. Suddenly there

was a bad jolt and the rear end of the car dropped. In-

stantly I jammed on the brakes, and the Duchess was out

in the road before Sally came to a standstill. I heard

a cry:
te
We're ruined! Do something quick! The plank of a

culvert has given away! I can see down six feet! She's

sinking! For the love of everything give her gas!"

I stepped on it, praying at the same time, and old

Sally proved herself true steel In spite of the weight in

the tonneau over a wheel sunk a quarter of its depth
into a trough of splintered wood, she pulled with an en-

gine that has never failed, and up we came out of what

by all odds should have been the grave of an expedition

to the Gaspe Peninsula.

It took nearly half an hour to reach that bridge, cross

it, and draw up in St. Joseph-de-Beauce. I had to stop
because the Duchess said she wouldn't go a step beyond
it till she had notified someone in authority about the

broken culvert.

We found a man who spoke English and told him
about it so that other travelers might be saved a like fate.

Driving on in due time we arrived at the magnifi-
cent bridge over the St. Lawrence, which is unique in

the annals of engineering. Our recent adventure had
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given me a new respect for the bridge that carries one

over. This giant structure o steel, wide enough for two

railroad tracks, a roadway for cars, and two foot paths,

stretches a hundred and fifty feet above water, and is

more than three thousand feet long.

We paid the toll and then drove slowly over, enjoying

the sensation. Once more on land, the nine miles that

stretched between the bridge and Quebec seemed mellow

and civilized after our week in the rough.

Following the Grand Allee, we finally arrived at the

ancient city itself, which the Duchess had never seen.

We settled at the Governor's Garden Hotel, a short way

up the hill above the Frontenac, after putting Sally to

rest in the adjacent garage.

[35]
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Royalty sails up the St. Lawrence on a visit to

the ancient City of Quebec, it receives a salute from

the Citadel The Duchess and I came in the back way,

unannounced. Wotan evidently considered that we had

been neglected and decided to stage a welcome for us.

He put on a thunder-storm which for sheer volume of

light and sound completely wiped out every production

of the Citadel since the days of Champlain.

We were in our room at the Governor's Garden Hotel

that first night at Quebec, having just returned from

the Capital Theatre, where we had gone after dinner to

celebrate our return to civilization. Something had made

me feel that to round out the celebration properly we

should ride home in the taxi I saw at the curb as we

emerged from the movie. Handing the Duchess into the

luxurious limousine, getting in myself and slamming the

door, it pleased me to see her eyes go instantly to the

long narrow vase of flowers. The right note for the occa-

sion, thought I.

Now, snugly settled in our corner room overlooking

the Gardens, we spoke of the dancing of two negroes

whose incidental scene in the film had been so much
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more clever than the feature. And then it was that

Wotan, seeing us seated in a stage box, so to speak,

raised the curtain.

His performance was the best, or the worst, according

to whether you were inside looking out or outside look-

ing in, that ever either of us had witnessed. There was

such torrential rain, blinding lightning and crashing

thunder that neither of us could say, "this reminds me

of," because from the days of trilobites there had never

been such another.

After giving ourselves to the celestial fireworks for a

while, the Duchess remarked, "What a background this

storm makes for the story of the early French heroes

of this land. Let's read that article about Quebec from

the old National Geographic we brought along."

So to the crashing accompaniment of the thunder,

we quickly reviewed the past history of this old city.

Most of the more important incidents we were familiar

with already, but certain legends and tales as well as

heroes were entirely new. Quebec has had one of the

stormiest and most fascinating careers of any North

American city and today one can find many landmarks

and historic spots in the city which tell a vivid story of

its life.

In the last paragraph of Mr. Boutwell's article in the

National Geographic of April, 1930, we found something

that explains Quebec's unique attitude. He is speaking
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of those words on the Provincial Seal and on the stand-

ards that mark historical sites:

"Just what does JE ME SOUVIENS mean?" I asked a

French Canadian.

"It means," he replied, taking a long breath, "that al-

though we give our loyalty to the British Crown, and

although we consider ourselves an integral part of the

Dominion of Canada, we respect and remember the

courage of our ancestors in planting a colony on the

shores of the St. Lawrence River, and we pledge ourselves

to keep intact the civilization which they so nobly

began."

The Duchess closed the magazine and getting up,

went over to the long window. "Courage! I should say

so. Would you like to have been any of those colonists

on such a night as this?"

We had left the Quai on Saturday, and were walking

through the old market square, after a ferry trip to the

Isle of Orleans, taken especially to get the view of Que-

bec that shows it held high upon the shoulders of great

cliffs above the swirling waters of St. Lawrence and

St. Charles. Now the Duchess and I stopped for a mo-

ment to look at the monument of Louis XIV. Even

though reduced to bronze he seemed to disturb the sur-

rounding air.

"Once the sweetest smelling monarch in all Europe,"

said I.
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"Perfumed with essences distilled from human mis-

ery," answered the Duchess. Then looking toward the

Church of Notre Dame des Victoires, she asked, "Shall

we go in?" I nodded, and we were at the door when bells

began to ring.

"The Angelus. It must be twelve o'clock." We passed

into the storied nave of the little church, and knelt

while the Angelic Greeting was commemorated. After-

ward, while looking around the interior, we came to a

large tablet set in the north wall. "This," said the

Duchess, "is what I particularly want to see/'

Out in the sunshine again I asked:

"Wasn't an ancestor of yours connected by marriage

with that old bird, Sir William Phips, who by failing

to seize Quebec was the cause of this church being

named Our Lady of Victories?"

"Yes, and it makes me uncomfortable to recall what

he did, though in the line of duty, up here in Canada."

"If I remember rightly," I said, "when eighteen years

old he couldn't read or write."

"Sad," she replied. And then, "How many little red

schoolhouses do you suppose were to be found in the

lonely reaches of 'The Countie of Mayne' two hundred

and sixty-six years ago? Phips was born at Woolwich,

February second, sixteen hundred and fifty-one. And I

seem to remember they sat down twenty-one at table

in his stepfather's house. It was going to Boston that
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saved him, or destroyed him, whichever way you hap-

pen to look at it. He began life with sheep on a hillside

of the new world, and he ended it, as did many an

aristocrat of the old world, in the Tower of London.

But in between he'd had native wit enough to pick a

million and a half dollars off the bottom of the ocean

and present most of it to the Duke of Albemarle, who

had financed the expedition. And don't forget his gen-

erosity toward his fellows who bought the Massachusetts

Colony bills, issued to pay for this very expedition to

Quebec, the failure of which is commemorated on that

tablet we have been reading. Out of his own pocket

he bought back many of them at par value, I can think

of a few persons at this moment," she went on in a

slightly different voice, "who might imitate him with

benefit to their communities."

"Right you are," I answered. "It was probably the

witches who did for him."

"So far as I know, witches have always been women,"
the Duchess smiled, "and what could any man do, sur-

rounded by women? Even though he had the manners of

a seventeenth century sea captain?"

We did not take the Municipal Elevator in Little

Champlain Street that for seven cents lifts one quickly

up the cliff to Dufferin Terrace. "Oh, no," said the

Duchess. "The right thing to do is to walk up the
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ancient Cote de la Montagne." So up steep and storied

Mountain Hill we climbed toward what was once

Chateau St. Louis for Champlain, and for us today the

Chateau Frontenac.

We recalled as we went, the great and little men who
for more than three hundred years had passed this way
before us: Governors, Grand Seigneurs, King's Mes-

sengers and Prelates, fur traders, and explorers. We
came to the statue of Bishop Laval and a bit breathless

stood looking at it.

"You remember," said the Duchess, "he told the

Governors where they got off? Well, Dan, this is where I

get off. I want to sit over there in the Park awhile."

"All right. Well meet at Dufferin Terrace at one-

thirty." She nodded and we went our separate ways.

I was in my "teens when I first visited Quebec and

such a distinct memory of certain parts of the city had

remained through the years, that upon arrival I started

off to find them. I went through the Upper Town, five

blocks deep and six blocks wide, surrounded by British-

built walls, and bastioned and guarded by cannon. Even

in the Lower Town what I was looking for had gone.

Still seeking to link a memory picture with reality, upon

leaving the Duchess I headed for the Citadel.

I wondered whether the great brass gun that I re-

membered so well, which the British had captured at the
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Battle of Bunker Hill, would still be there. I had been

very, very indignant at eighteen that the British should

have such a thing in their possession. When I arrived at

the Citadel this July day, a guide was assigned to me

from the regiment stationed there. He proved to be an

Irishman and opened up with the story of the Fortifica-

tions, that all guides evidently have to learn by heart.

Eventually we came to my cannon.

"Are you from Boston, sir?"

"No/
5

I said.

"Well, if you were, sir, this here piece of artillery

would have a special interest for you. It was captured
"

"Oh, I know all about that," said I, cutting him

short, "but what has happened to it? When I saw this

gun years ago, it was ten times as big as it is now."

"It must have been your imagination, sir." And see-

ing my disappointment as I looked at this little thing

only about thirty inches long, he added:

"If it's any consolation to you, sir, it took the whole

British army to get it."

After lunch on this brilliant, windy Saturday after-

noon, I felt a desire to be off somewhere. When I spoke

of it, the Duchess said she felt the same way and

went on:

"Let's take Sally and drive out to Kent House. It's

only five or six miles from here."

"The very thing. I'll carry along the movie camera
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and get Montmorency Falls in action. They beat Niagara

by a hundred and nine feet. Kent House is right beside

them."

"It's about time you did something with that camera.

Fve cared for it like a baby night and day for two

weeks, and never a shot have you taken with it yet."

Thus it came about that at three-thirty we were

rolling along Route 15 that leads to Kent House, and

on to Ste. Anne-de-Beaupre and Murray Bay itself.

There wasn't much country along the way; mostly a

continuous line of small villages, but it was a pleasant

drive.

"We must decide," I said, "which route we shall take

from Quebec to the Gaspe Peninsula."

"Is there more than one?"

"We could keep right on the way we are going now,

and at the end of ninety-two miles, find ourselves at

La Malbaie, or familiarly, Murray Bay. Near by at St.

Simeon the Canadian Steamship Lines would carry us

across the twenty miles of river to the south shore at

Riviere du Loup where we could pick up the same

Route 2 we're thinking of taking from Quebec."

"So this Route 15 is the way to Manoir Richelieu?

How I should like to see the Currier & Ives and the

Audubon prints that are there. But, considering every-

thing, it probably will be better for us to take Route 2,

by way of Quebec Ferry to Levis, and so along to Riviere
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du Loup that way. Seriously, Dan, don't you think the

north shore of the river is too interesting to do it as

quickly as we should have to now, with all plans cen-

tered on the Peninsula?"

"This country has got me, so there surely will be a

next time as far as I am concerned."

"And I," said the Duchess. "Oh, are we here so soon?"

As she spoke I swung to the right into a driveway within

the grounds of Kent House. As I drew near this place

which was once owned by the Duke of Kent, Queen
Victoria's father, a man in uniform came up the car and

gave us a parking ticket.

"It will cost you a quarter," said he, "but you get

something for it. Hand this to the waiter up there on

the verandah, and he'll bring you a drink for it what-

ever you wish."

We walked through the garden after parking Sally,

recalling that it had been laid out originally by a Swiss

horticulturist who happened also to have been the first

Governor of Quebec.

"Did you ever see such syringa? And, heaven be

praised, marvelously fragrant," she said. The sound of

the Falls of Montmorency near by drew us toward a

railed platform from which one could get a full view of

the tremendous waterfall. The sun shining on the top
of the cataract made a sparkling contrast to the shadowy
waters further down and the whole column was of silver
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and shadow, rushing two hundred and seventy-four feet

to the bottom of the chasm.

"Shall we follow along the path to get a nearer view?"

I asked the Duchess, and without waiting for an answer

led the way till we were dampened by the spray of the

falling waters. Returning to higher ground, I left the

Duchess in the garden, and finding the elevator which

runs down the cliff ready to descend, I paid my ten cents

and was soon at the bottom. A good path led to a place

where I got a wonderful view of the Falls.

When I returned I found the Duchess on the verandah

of Kent House and suddenly thought of my parking

ticket. Calling a waiter, I asked: "Ale?"

"Just the thing," she agreed. So sitting there we drank

a bottle while exchanging news of our separate doings.

"I have learned," said she, "that there are a hundred

and forty acres in this estate and that it's laid out in the

manner of old England. And there's an eighteen-hole

championship golf course."

"This is no place for me," said I. "Let's go home."

During these days in Quebec, we rode in taxis, trams,

and a caleche in everything in fact except the sight-

seeing trolley car. And that car fascinated me every

time I found it standing in front of the Chateau

Frontenac.

From the motorman's level platform the seats of this
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imposing car rose step by step like the "bleachers" at

Yankee Stadium, till the ones at the back end seemed

so near the trolley's live wire that I figured all a person

seated there need do, should he desire to make his exit

from a life of toil, would be to signal Charon for a ride

across the Styx by raising his right hand. Merely to gaze

upon this creation filled one with a sense of festivity. To

step aboard would, I felt sure, instantly transform one

into an actor with a leading part.

Sunday evening we were sitting on Dufferin Terrace,

watching crowds passing back and forth in the street,

when I suddenly remembered the illuminated trolley

which I knew would leave for a triumphal excursion at

eight o'clock. I turned to the Duchess who showed in

her attitude she was ready for fun.

"Do you feel like being whisked off upon adventure?"

I asked.

"You have taken the words out of my mouth. It's

gayety or extinction for me tonight."

"I promise to lead you to it if, in the manner of fairy

tales, you trust yourself to me and do whatever I say."

"Agreed on the understanding that you won't dip

me into the St. Lawrence."

"Come along then." As we stood up I said to her:

"Take my arm and close your eyes. Now step out,

Duchess, and hang on. I'll guide you safely." Before she

could protest I had her around the corner and alongside
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the car that waited in the gathering dusk.

"Now open your eyes."

"The trolley!" she exclaimed.

"Hop up; we're just in time." I hurried her along up
the center aisle to two seats in the last and highest row.

As we sank into them the motorman switched on elec-

tricity and down from the arches overhead streamed a

flood of light upon us and all the lovers, lads and lassies

in Sunday best.

"I never felt so exposed in all my life," said the

Duchess.

Off we started, winding through narrow streets, chil-

dren racing alongside applauding our progress. Then

into wider ways where everyone seemed to be out of

doors walking. The boys and girls acclaimed our mag-
nificent entry into their locality and cheered us on to

the next. Finally in the suburbs we reached the end of

the line. We swung around and, scene by scene, the

whole performance was gone through in reverse order.

As darkness deepened the glory of the trolley grew.

Although this trip was of nightly occurrence, the in-

habitants made us feel by their spontaneous enthusiasm,

their smiles, and the happy cries of their children, that

we were taking part in a first night performance. Finally,

with a gesture of fine showmanship, our motorman

brought his golden chariot to a standstill in front of the

historic Chateau, and we alighted reluctantly.
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"The man who built that," said the Duchess, turning

to give the car a last affectionate look, "was a genius/
3

On our last day in Quebec, as the Duchess and I

walked slowly along St. John Street, she suddenly saw

what was undoubtedly a superior grocer's and diving in,

soon had depleted the store's stock. With this provender

she hoped to reach the Gaspe Peninsula without suffer-

ing the pangs of hunger. Sally resisted but was finally

persuaded to take the extra load. Our four happy days

in Quebec were at an end and with the good wishes of

the young French proprietor of the Governor's Garden

Hotel, and of the jolly little Irish boots, we drove away
down steep Mountain Hill and along the old streets to

the ferry. A boat was about to pull out. We were the

sixth passenger car, with three motor trucks besides. In

five minutes we were driving off the boat onto the other

shore at Levis. The hands of our clock pointed to five

after eleven this Tuesday morning, July loth.
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/* said the Duchess, "I want to be clear in my
mind about this Peninsula. We are on the south shore,

aren't we?"

"The south shore of the St. Lawrence River, and we
shall not be on the Peninsula till we reach Ste. Flavie,

two hundred and eight miles from here/* I answered.

"And when we get there, the south shore of the St.

Lawrence in some magical way becomes the north shore

of the Peninsula. Is that it?"

"That's right, but I doubt our getting to Ste. Flavie

today, if we run slowly enough to see things and stop

early enough to make camp before dark."

"Metis may be the place to stop for the night/' said

the Duchess. "I've heard it is a delightful summer re-

sort."

"Has Quebec spoiled you for the wilderness?" I asked.

"Perhaps it was the garden at Kent House." Then

quickly she changed her tone of voice and said:

"Well, anyway, what do you remember about Levis

from what we read last night?"

"Oh, that's easy. It has splendid ship-building plants."

"I remember that Levis is a city of homes. Of course
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the boats would stick in your mind."

"Water is my middle name/* and I went on: "Do

you perhaps recall that some of the finest ships in the

world run from Montreal to England and France?" I

gave the name "France" a slightly heavier stress. She

caught the innuendo, saying:

"It was nice of you to delay your summer in France

for me, but you are going to be so entranced with this

Gaspe Peninsula that you will end by blessing me for

bringing you up here."

For fifteen miles we saw nothing but hamlets and vil-

lages running into one another. "I wish these places

didn't have the medieval trait of anonymity," said the

Duchess. "Each has a big church, bright flower gardens,

and no name. I can't tell one from the other and I want

to begin writing my road notes."

The Duchess's Road Notes

Our clock says 1 1 140 A. M.

In a sunny garden a priest wearing a black straw hat

with a square crown, playing croquet with a boy.

Bordering the road: buttercups, daisies, and purple

vetch. In the sky, far above the quiet fields, filmy white

clouds.

Fragrance of white clover! Makes me think of the

mown fields of English Cornwall. Here grass is being
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cut by men driving horses. An old man carrying a

bunch of flowers walks along the roadside.

Swamp willows in the distance. Road turns to gravel

restful after the hard road. Orange day lilies in a cot-

tage garden. White cattle in a field. Road for miles

ahead wide and empty.

Near Cap St. Ignace, cabins and a Restaurant.

"Time and the place to eat/* said I. The Duchess

closed her book as I turned left into a driveway that

took us down toward the water. Parking near the house,

we were greeted by a pleasant, blue-eyed woman who

quickly served our coffee and sandwiches at a rustic

table out of doors. Before leaving we went to look at the

old tower near by. It was of lichened stone and mortar,

not more than twenty feet high. Reading the tablet

placed upon it, we learned that it was a watch tower

standing in what once had been the Seigniory of Vince-

lotte, and that it was built in 1675.

"Just think," said the Duchess, "this tower was built

only nine years after the Great Fire destroyed most of

London." A few minutes later we got into the car and

drove on.

The Duchess's Road Notes

Earth of the road becomes reddish. Country has a

gentle character. Through the open doorway of a tiny
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wayside chapel caught sight of two young girls kneeling,

their heads bowed above their folded hands. An early

Italian painting come to life, and a lovely sight.

A great black cross to the soldiers of this hamlet who

died in the Great War. Why should madmen four thou-

sand miles away have had the power to snatch husbands,

lovers, sons, out of their quiet homes in this peaceful

land and torture them to death?

Blue of rippling mountain ranges, light and dark,

against the sky.

Two woolen socks on a line. The only stone wall I

have seen. Very wide and built of stone that cleared the

land, probably.

A field of beautiful upstanding wheat. Patched

trousers on a line. On the grass before a house, a great

carved eagle painted white. Yellow standard roses and

a symmetrically rounded horse-chestnut tree* By the

roadside beautiful run-away mallow.
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The first fruit orchard. Wild roses beside the gray split

rail fences. Amethystine mountains. A flash of gorgeous

orange day lilies.

At St. Philippe-de-Neri, a great wooden church.

We stopped and went in for a minute. The altar of

St. Anne had a line of vases filled with flowers. Outside

sturdy willows and rough-barked poplars bordered the

road.

Two buggies parked on opposite sides of the road,

while their owners chat. A fine old stone house (rare)

with three willows shading it and a lilac beside the front

door. What Englishman built this long ago?

Hay harvest. Old apple trees standing alone in a field.

A large cross on a rock, high above a Tea Room.

Two women in bright blue kneeling at a black Cal-

vary in a cemetery far from the road. Meadow rue,

purple iris, and Canterbury bells. An umbrella repair

man with a little box cart drawn by four dogs har-

nessed abreast. Stopping here, I hope, for a high tea.

Seated in the dining room of a wayside inn at St.

Pascal, we awaited the beefsteak sandwiches which a

kindly woman had suggested we might like with our tea.

"The very thing/' said the Duchess. "There's no tell-

ing when we shall ever eat again."

"Why so despondent?" I asked.

"Not despondent, but a little bit tired and a little bit
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uneasy about where we shall find ourselves tonight."

"I grant you there hasn't been a likely place for the

tent so far/
5

said I, "but we may come upon it at any
moment now. These fences won't continue around the

whole Peninsula, I hope/' At this moment our tea was

brought in, and mighty good it looked and tasted. The

Duchess, who is revived by food as a plant by water, was

another woman in five minutes. Smiling a bit, she said:

"What would life be for us these days without 'a slice

of meat, and two slices of bread cut neat, to hold in the

hand'?"

"I don't like to think of the possibility with an along-

shore appetite to deal with. By the way, didn't John

Montague who invented this, the world's most popular

quick lunch, live near the water?"

"Very near it," said the Duchess. "Sandwich is not

far from Canterbury."

"Let's have your doggerel about the Earl," I sug-

gested, "while we profit by his idea."

"Well, if you must have it, here it is:

SANDWICH

'John Montague, of County Kent, had a castle near the

sea,

Where he lived as many long years ago as a hundred and

fifty-three.

Oh, the world has forgotten his wife and his sons,
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Forgotten his horses, his hounds, and his guns,

Forgotten the deeds that he wrought for his king,
But it's never forgotten this one little thing:
"A slice of meat, and two slices of bread,

Cut neat to hold in the hand," he said;

John Montague, Earl of Sandwich.

'The Earl would grow hungry playing games for twenty-
four hours on end;

He wouldn't get up and he wouldn't go home. His con-

duct I cannot defend.

But, he'd turn and roar at his servant's head:

"A slice of meat and two slices of bread

Cut neat to hold in the hand. Be quick!
And see that the bread's not cut too thick!**

Now, every woman and child of man,
Calls for the same whenever they can,

As did Montague, Earl of Sandwich.

*John Montague's friends would smile and say: "An idio-

syncrasy Montague's way;
But 'tis easy to pardon so doughty an Earl. Just think

what he did at the Battle of Merle!"

Oh, the world has forgotten his wife and his sons,

Forgotten his horses, his hounds, and his guns,

Forgotten the deeds that he wrought for his king,

But it's never forgotten this one little thing:

"A slice of meat, and two slices of bread,

Cut neat to hold in the hand," he said;

John Montague, Earl of Sandwich.'
"
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The Duchess, carried away by the spirit of the words,

forgot where she was and brought her closed fist down

on the table with a resounding thump, as she uttered

the last "Sandwich/* The cups jumped in their saucers.

The gentle Canadian woman who served us looked in,

somewhat startled, I thought, but was reassured when

the Duchess told her how greatly we had enjoyed the

good things she had provided. Having paid the modest

charge and bidden Madame good-bye, we set forth re-

newed in spirit.

RTVIERE-DU-LOUP

About an hour after leaving little St. Pascal, we sud-

denly found ourselves in the bustling, wide-awake town

of Riviere-du-Loup. Coming into it from the quiet

countryside it seemed very busy with its public build-

ings, hotels, shops and railroad connections. The Loup

(Wolf) River that runs through it, brings power and

light, as well as picturesqueness, to its streets. This thriv-

ing community is established on the site, so they say,

of Champlain's first encounter with the now extinct Du
Loup Indians. However that may be, today it spreads

out on a rising shore, where the waters of the St. Law-
rence and of the smaller river meet. "Do get some gas,"

said the Duchess, "there's no telling how much we shall

use up before we find a place to spend the night." So, I

drew up at the good looking filling station which had
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called forth her suggestion. The proprietor, seeing our

U.S.A. license plate, told us this town until ten years

ago used to be called Fraserville, and that the old

"Manoir Fraser," with its grist mill, were still standing.

The Duchess asked him how to reach it, and then he

went on and told us about the St. Patrick end of the

town where all the handsome villas of the summer resi-

dents were. To get away I let in the clutch, thanked the

old fellow, and headed Sally as instinct prompted. In a

second the Duchess exclaimed: "There's a ferry boat!'*

"That's just what I wanted to see," I said. "Do you re-

member the day we went to Kent House along Route i j

from Quebec, and I told you that route would take us

straight to St. Simeon, where a steamer would carry us

to Riviere-du-Loup?" "This," said she, stealing my
climax, "is the steamer!" "And right you are," said L
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The Duchess's Road Notes

CACOUNA

SDC miles from Riviere-du-Loup. Pleasant looking houses

and cottages along the main street. This is a fashionable

summer colony. A white sand beach, children running
and playing. Yachts and sailboats beyond, on the river,

twenty miles wide at this point. Lilacs in bloom. Fresh

off-shore breeze. Cacouna means home of the porcu-

pine, or did to the Indians.

About a mile from town caught our first sight of an

old-fashioned outdoor oven: conical shaped, of clay

painted white, with an iron door. A woman was raking

embers out of the baking chamber as we slowed up and

stopped. She then put her loaves into the oven and closed

the door. Seeing we were interested she explained to us

that bread cooked by declining heat was much more
wholesome and delicious than that baked the modern

way.

ILE VERTE

A quiet little town, its homes and stores clustered

around an old church with a spire. Takes its name from the
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island off shore called "the green isle" by Jacques Cattier.

The mainland here thickly wooded with pine and maple.

Seaweed is harvested. Once it was a big industry along

the St. Lawrence.

Down hill, over a bridge, and close along shore. Many
rocks and boulders.

TROIS PISTOLES

This name refers to three pieces of money, the price

paid by a sailor for a pewter cup. The story goes that in

1621 when a ship from France had gone aground, sev-

eral sailors were sent ashore to get drinking water from

a river seen in the distance. One of them, to find out

whether its water was fresh dipped his good pewter cup
into the stream. It slipped from his grasp and as it sank,

he remarked: "There go trois pistoles/
5

A progressive little town. He aux Basques just off

shore, looks interesting. There, Basque fishermen con-
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verted "blubber" into oil five hundred years ago. Lurid

tales about rescue of entire male population of Trois

Pistoles about seventy-five years ago. All the men had

gone out on the ice after seals when suddenly the ice

cracked, and the frightened wives and children saw the

men being carried out to sea. The parish priest rallied

the families, and they began to pray. Almost immediately

the great cake of ice floated back toward shore and

everyone was finally saved. A monument has been set

up to celebrate the event and in honor of the Holy
Mother of God for working such a miracle.

ST. SIMON

Along the shore nine miles from Trois Pistoles, a

pretty settlement. Modern fox breeding establishments.

Hunting and fishing locality.

ST. FABIEN

This village is two miles inland, at the foot of hills,

among green valleys. Near the water front there is a

replica of the famous grotto of Lourdes.

For more than an hour we have been passed by all

sorts of vehicles going in the opposite direction; boys
on bicycles, open and top buggies, and farm wagons,
I wonder what the event is, and where it is taking them

all. It's beginning to grow dark and no place yet to

camp for the night.
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After a long silence I spoke. "Oh, I say. Duchess, you
wanted to make a game to find out what we know about

places we are passing through. Why not make up a game
about the Saints and their legends?"

"I'm afraid/* said the Duchess coldly, "that you don't

know your Church history well enough/
5

"That's what I mean," I said, warming up. "Such a

game would be a grand education."

"Hadn't you better stick to the road?"

"You may not think I know much about saints," I

said, "but I can tell you one thing; that Aotigel cer-

tainly messed things up here at Bic. Look at it."

"Angel? What are you talking about? First it's saints

and now it's an angel."

"Surely. The Angel of the Mountains. You must know

about her?"

"I don't know a thing about her. Go ahead and tell

me."

"Well," said I, slowing to thirty, "look around. Did

you ever see such a landscape?"

"It looks as though a giant might have thrown rocks

at the heaving ocean a million years ago and frightened

it so that it turned to land there and then," said the

Duchess.

"Very good," I said, "but I happen to know the real

reason for all this confusion and it's a prettier one than

yours."
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"What Is It? I know you are bursting with in-

formation/
9

"Well/' said I, waving a hand toward the country-

side

"Please keep both hands on the wheel/*

"But we are now in a French country no word with-

out its gesture."

"You are absurd," said the Duchess.

"I know it, but look at the land. Did you ever see

anything more absurd?"

"No, I never did. Those rocks! They're all standing

on end."

"That's just it," I said. "Ill tell you the story:

"It seems the Almighty wanted to get the creation of

the world finished in six days. Things were going a

little slowly so He called one of His angels and said to

her: 'Here are all the mountains and hills and rocks.

Take them up and distribute them over the face of the

earth/ So the angel gathered them up in her arms and

there being too many, filled the skirt of her gown also.

She started off and flew around and around, dropping

mountains and hills and rocks as she went. Coming to

the end of the Gaspe Peninsula, she dropped what is now
the Appalachian chain; then she flew west and when

here, over Bic, something happened. Perhaps the wind

angel happened by, distributing gales, but whatever it

was, the Angel of the Mountains let go her skirt and
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down tumbled all the mountains, hills, and rocks she

had. That's what's the matter with Bic today/
5

"I can well believe it," said the Duchess. "Did you
ever see such a landscape? I wonder where we will find a

place to camp?"



CHAPTER VIII

THE hands of our clock had swung all the way 'round

to a quarter before nine that Tuesday evening, when

suddenly a black cat cut in front of the car like a streak

of darkness across the road.

"That's the third I've seen in the last hour!" cried

the Duchess. "Dan, I'm all creepy up the spine. Night's

upon us and we haven't a place to lay our heads. Quebec
seems a thousand years away."

"Well, it's thirteen hours since breakfast. That's a

good enough reason for a variety of feelings." While

we were speaking Sally had sailed up a steep ascent,

hovered a moment at the top, and then sailed as steeply

down to a bottom, between peaks.

"Bic is running true to tradition, isn't it? Oh, I say,

here's a gas station. Let's see what can be done. There

are cabins over there facing the water." I stopped the

car, and out of the little building came Madame fol-

lowed by five disheveled children, the oldest not more
than seven. She was cheerful and assured. Oh, yes. We
might put up a tent. The charge was fifty cents. I paid
and drove in across a stand of grass to a sea wall. Below

It, a strip of beach; beyond, for a long way, shallows;
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then far out, water.

"The tide is out," I said.

"It always is when anyone arrives for the first time,"

said the Duchess, "Don't I know? I was brought up

beside tide water. And may I add that when it comes in,

it will probably bring the wind with it."

"You mean," said I, "whatever of it isn't here now."

"To be exact, yes, so peg the old tent down as though

you meant it."

"This grass shows there haven't been any other

campers here, which may mean anything. Mosquitoes,

perhaps," said I.

"But no woman with five children would murder us

in our beds."

"Come, let's get busy."

Having oriented ourselves, we placed the car in the

best position to protect the tent from the sea wind. The

falling dusk hurried us on. In twenty minutes the tent

was up and the necessary bags and bedding inside it.

While I set up a table and chairs, the Duchess opened

the provision trunk and made a chicken and celery salad.

Sitting there in the twilight, we saw the village baker

drive up to Madame's roadside stand in a ramshackle old

covered wagon drawn by a raw-boned horse. He was

greeted with whoops of joy by the flock of children.

Dropping his reins he went inside, perhaps to gossip, per-

haps to have his supper. However, we were not inter-
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ested in him but in the children. No sooner had he disap-

peared than they all clambered aboard the wagon and

started the none too willing horse off on a wild ride

around the near by grounds. They worked at the old fel-

low till they had him on a run. Round and round they

went, yelling like a lot of young Indians. We felt thank-

ful there was a fence between them and the beach be-

low. Finally Dobbin decided he'd had enough, and

stopped short at the door of the house, shooting the chil-

dren out on to the grass like so much popcorn. A mo-
ment after, the baker came out of the door. Turning

politely, he said, "Bon soir, Madame. Bon soir, Mon-

sieur," then stepping into the wagon, he picked up the

reins and drove ofi.

At ion j p. M., a little more than eleven hours since

we drove off the ferry at Levis, we tumbled into our

beds and fell asleep.

The next day after breakfast we decided to take a

quick look around this old village before going on. One
can well believe the story of the angel with the skirt

full of rocks when one sees the masses of boulders and
the hills and crags everywhere. The town is built around

Mount St. Louis, the highest peak of all the surrounding
hills. At the very top of the Mount is a huge electrically

lighted cross which at night can be seen for miles at sea.

There are many legends and stories about Bic, and
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particularly about the two islands in the river. One is

known as Massacre Island, because of a bloody Indian

battle between the Hurons and the Iroquois which took

place long before Carrier arrived in the country. Even

recently human bones have been dug up in the rock

quarries on this fateful island.

The town of Bic is one of the most fashionable sum-

mer resorts on the St. Lawrence shore and there are many

lovely houses and cottages along the waterfront and

back beneath the hills. The Duchess and I spent an in-

teresting two hours wandering about the village. Toward

eleven o'clock we bade good-bye to Madame and her

unruly gang and set off for Rimouski.

We passed through Sacre-Coeur without stopping,

noting its white sheltered beach.
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The Duchess's Road Notes

RIMOUSKI

At last! This name has been as insistent since leaving

Quebec as Sherbrooke was before getting to Quebec. An

important center. Lumber, saw mills, agriculture. There

is a ferry service: Rimouski-Saguenay Navigation Co.

to Bersimis, Franklin, Godbout, and other points on the

north shore of the St. Lawrence; a landing field for air-

planes of the Canadian Postal Service, which carry mail

from incoming ocean steamers to Ottawa, where it is

distributed to all parts of the country.

Six miles beyond Rimouski: Pointe-au~Pere. There is

a pilot station here for Atlantic liners and it was near this

point that in 1914 the terrible wreck of the Empress of

Ireland took place, when the steamer was rammed and

sunk; one thousand one hundred and forty lives lost.

Also, at Pointe-au-Pere there is a wireless station.

STE. FLAVffi

An amazing church here* We stopped and went in to

see it. The vaulted ceiling was cream color picked out

with gold. Many altars and statues, pink and white and

blue. Tremendous number of pews with brass numbers.

In a front pew, kneeling with book and rosary, was an

old woman intently saying her prayers.

Starting point of the Gaspe Belt Highway, No. 6,
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Here, by swinging right on Route 6, one is taken

through the Matapedia Valley and on to Perce (or, by

way of Campbellton, to New Brunswick and Nova

Scotia) . We are following the advice of the Provincial

Tourist Bureau, keeping to the north shore on the

way out and returning the southern way.

So, here we are on the Gaspe Peninsula, Wednesday,

July nth, having left Connecticut June 28th.

Some miles beyond Ste. Flavie, a right angle turn

brought a sweeping sight of beauty, with warmth and

flowers. My spirits instantly rose, further cheered by a

plantation of yellow mustard.

METIS-BEACH

Metis-Beach is a popular summer resort. Good hotels,

golf and fishing. All kinds of boats available. A fine

white beach.

BAIE-DES-SABLES

The river, after leaving Metis-Beach, is hidden by a

woodland and we go through a lane of trees.

Potatoes grown in this village are famous. Once again

we run along with the blue St. Lawrence, forty miles

wide here, on our left. The mountains make a back-

ground for the villages we pass through.

A woman in a rocking chair on an open porch in the

full glare of the sun, reading a tall book that looks as
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though It were of ancient format.

A man on a porch, pipe between teeth, also reading a

book. Everyone seems to read books instead of newspa-

pers or magazines.

A baker carrying an armful of loaves into a wayside

home.

ST. ULRIC

To the right a patterned hillside. At the left, along the

waters edge, lumber stacked with beautiful exactitude.

Now through a long bridge over a river. Smell of bark

in the air.

Now running close to shore. Sandy beach just opposite

the town; a rarity on the rocky coasts in this part of the

Peninsula. Evidently much fishing here.

The approach to Matane is pleasing. It is good to see

luxuriant trees, well-built and painted houses set in care-

fully planted grounds. We hope to find a camp site in

this beautiful area, but minute follows minute and noth-

ing available appears. Now we pass a lighthouse. With

the St. Lawrence as a background, it makes a picture.

MATANE

Many young people in the streets. Employees, no

doubt, of the wool-carding factory, flour mills and

lumber yards near by. Patient horses, looking well-fed,

plod through the main street, pulling loads from saw



irlllSiSi^^
tMI^'f*^





AWAY TO THE GASPE

mills to the lumber yard down near the docks.

Regular steamer service until December from port

of Matane to principal ports on opposite side of the

St. Lawrence.

The name Matane is Indian, and means Beaver Pond.

Here is the first movie hall we have seen. All day, every

day, 2j cents.

Pleasant looking hotels. We have stopped at the post

office. Dan has gone in to see if his trousers ordered in

Quebec have come. No mail! How disappointing. Now
we may have to wait here two days. But where? Looking

for a camp site we went through the town and out the

other end, but no possible place. Then back to town and

out the way we came in, till we reached a gas station

where we had noted cabins above it on higher ground,

Alas for romance! It is generally the gas station that

provides the camper with a safe, watered, lighted, and

convenient place to set up a tent for the night. The pro-

prietor here was agreeable and gave us the usual price

of fifty cents a night. We agreed and Dan swung Sally

up the short steep bit of roadway to the meadow. It was

wide and empty except for the half dozen cabins along

its front. The view from up there was so different from

what we had thought it would be. Backed by fragrant

pine woods, and giving a sight of surrounding country,

and of the great River as far as eye could see, it really

was what we had been looking for. We set to work un-
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packing what we had packed so carefully a few hours

before, and in thirty minutes the tent was up and we

were established. Had our mail from home been at this

post office, we should now be running on to Cap Chat.

About an hour after getting settled in the high

meadow above the gas station, I was pottering around

when, up the steep grade from the highway level, came

a man. He was without hat or coat. He gazed about,

saw our car, the tent, then waved to someone below,

whom I could not see, shouting:

"This is a fine place. Bring her up/' Then he listened.

"No, it's not. The road's O.K., I tell you. Well bring it

up here. It's much better than down there." Again he

listened, then threw up his arms in a gesture of disgust

as he called out: "Oh, all right, all right/* and disap-

peared below the brow of the hill.

I wondered what could be under the bank. It wasn't

a touring car or they would have driven it right up as

we did. And someone of the opposite sex was giving di-

rections.

The water jug needed filling, and being curiosity's

most plausible excuse, I grabbed it and sauntered over

to the top of the road, wondering whether they had

given up and gone away. Looking down I saw below,

drawn up beside the highway near the garage, the big-

gest contraption I, up to this minute, had ever seen on
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a Gaspe road. It looked like a Pullman car on two

wheels. Four persons were busy arranging a table and

chairs beside it; the ladies in neat, gaily colored aprons,

were laying the table with a cloth! Napkins and silver-

ware! An hotel on wheels! The license plate said Ohio.

It drew me like a magnet.

Down I went and made myself known to them. In-

troductions were made. They proved to be Dr. and Mrs.

Arthur Stall and Mr. and Mrs. Frank Meese of Akron,

Ohio. We chatted a few minutes. Then the ladies said

that they had more chops for dinner than they could

possibly eat.

"Do get your wife and let us all have dinner to-

gether," they said. A jolly suggestion.

"But what," I asked, "is this thing on wheels called?"

"Oh, a Silver Dome! We will show you all through it

when you come back. Now go and get your wife. The

chops will be spoiled if you don't hurry/*

Thought of the meal about to be served gave wings

to my going. In no time I was back with the Duchess,

bringing our bottle of Cointreau to add to the festive

occasion.

What but the road and a flair for fellowship could

bring together on Gaspe Peninsula, strangers from widely

separated homes in America? We sat there in the eve-

ning light, comparing experiences, quite like old friends.

In a few moments we were shown the "Dome," a last
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word in trailers, having all comforts and gadgets. The

screened windows made a special appeal. Yet, as we

walked up the hill to our little brown tent, the Duchess

voiced my feelings when she remarked:

"It's too good, like many things in life, because com-

fort limits the range of sensation. I came on this trip

to get away away to the Gaspe from the things I

have known/
5

"And," I said, laughing, "good old humanity meets

us at every turn, fortunately."

On the morning of our second day at Matane, we

noticed signs of a break in the marvelous sunny weather

which we had enjoyed since leaving home fourteen days

ago. The Duchess, who thinks foresight much better

than hindsight, set about preparing food that could not

be easily cooked in the rain. She called to me as I pulled

stuff out of the tonneau, preparatory to a scientific re-

packing:

"I am now making what once in the long ago of '29

used to be featured on a New York restaurant menu as

Vegetable stew/ All these fresh vegetables are going into

it. With the bacon cooked now, we can have a good lunch

even if it rains "cats and dogs.*
"

"Well/' I answered, "rain is surely coming. I'm going
to take down the tent and pack for the road." Ten min-
utes after I had finished doing so, the rain began to fall.

"How delightful," said the Duchess, "to have a scheme
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work out so smoothly. Just drive Sally up to the porch

of the empty cabin and we'll sit under cover while eat-

ing my brew/*

The Duchess's Road Notes

"Wednesday, July 13. 2: oo p. M. Pouring rain. "We are

drawn up to the curb in the main street of Matane op-

posite the post office, where we have been sitting in the

car writing answers to letters for an hour. The greatly

desired mail awaited us and. Glory be, Dan's corduroy

trousers from Quebec. Now he's ready for any adven-

ture.

Sally is fed and watered so, as soon as Dan comes back

from mailing the letters we have written, it will be Ho!

for the unknown. This is the last station of the Canada

and Gulf Railroad.

Good-bye, Matane!

Once more rolling along.

The wide "sea" to our left reaches to an unseen north-

ern shore. The highway rises and falls through a gentle

landscape. Now we are in Gaspe proper.
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The Duchess's Road Notes

SINCE we left Matane the road has been rising and fall-

ing beside a river that looks very wide and blue. I can

imagine what this coast would be like in a storm. And
to be wrecked upon these jagged rocks, is not pleasant

to think of. Ste. Felicite proves to be a little farming

community. We pass through it, and approaching St.

Edward-des-Machins find the grades growing steeper.

Inland great rolling hills. Along our road, spindle and

bobbin wood stacked, ready for shipment to England's

great spinning centers. By the time we reached St. Paul-

des-Capucins with its farms on the rising slopes of high

hills, the skies were threatening. Now I am cold. It seems

a very long time since luncheon at Matane.

Between St. Paul-des-Capucins and Cap Chat, com-

ing suddenly to the top of a hill, we saw beyond and be-

low us on the shore of a curving bay, a gray church

pointing its delicate silvery spire toward gray-blue,

stormy skies. The beauty stopped us. I took several shots

with the camera while the Duchess walked about. When
[76]
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I rejoined her, she was gazing intently toward the fields

near by and, following the line of her vision, I saw a

sign on which was painted a teapot and the words

"Rusti-Mac Tea Room/'

"Lead me to it," said I, before the Duchess had a

chance to speak. I ran Sally down along the main street

of Cap Chat village. Then down again to find ourselves

entering a covered bridge. It proved to be more than a

thousand feet long.

''This seems like New Hampshire," said the Duchess.

"And it's just eighty-six miles from the Peninsula's

starting point at Ste. Flavie," I answered. Emerging
into the light of day and swinging right, there waiting

for us beside the road sat the most attractive little house

with gay curtains beckoning from every window, and

near by written in large letters, the words: "Rusti-Mac

Tea Room."

I pulled Sally back on her haunches and in two sec-

onds we were inside and found ourselves in the warm,

rosy light of a log fire. There were tables set for tea and

two pretty girls to wait on us.

"My dear," murmured the Duchess, "am I in heaven?"

"Not exactly, but well on the way," and greeting the

young ladies, I told them to bring on everything they

had to eat. Smiling, they set before us golden toast and

butter, cream cheese, red wild strawberry jam, and a

big pot of tea.
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"You must be mistaken," said the Duchess. "Surely

we have reached the Celestial Land/*

"Right as usual, I find we crossed the boundary when

we passed through the old covered bridge,"

Our hostess, Miss Russell, who owns the lumber mill

which we see across an inlet from the porch, runs this

place with an English friend and the help of a neat

French Canadian maid. To our great joy she gave us

permission to set up the tent in her grounds, and we had

just finished the unpacking and settling when rain be-

gan to fall.

After supper the young ladies and their maid drove

away to their homes for the night. We were left to the

enjoyment of the porch, a place to sit protected from

the rain, whence we could look away toward the south-

eastern hills. I sketched, while the Duchess wrote up her

log book. At last, the light failing, we went back to the
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tent and not daring to read with the flashlight because

of mosquitoes, went to bed.

"Dan?" I heard from the depths of the Duchess's

blankets.

"Hello!"

"Chaucer knew all about this kind of thing nothing
to do but sleep/*

"Yes?"

"Listen. This is what he wrote once, and he was living

in London, too:

'The day gan failin' and the dark of night
Bereft me of my book, for lack of light;

So, to my bed I gan me for to dress.

Mind filfd with thought and busy heaviness;

For I both had a thing I wanted not,

And lacked a thing I wanted most, God wot!'
**

"Isn't that a rather free translation?" I asked.
"
'Wery, wery free,' said the old sailor. . . ."

Silence. The Duchess had gone along with him to the

freedom of dreams.

The next morning was showery, but I managed to

make a sketch. While I was working, a lady of English

appearance stopped and spoke to me. Her friend, Miss

Russell, had told her about the Duchess and myself, and

how we were adventuring in a tent. She was interested

and wanted to know all about it. Wouldn't we come to
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tea tliat afternoon? Would we! When I told the Duch-

ess she said, "How wonderful! Do you think there will

be a log fire and full-bodied, brown, sweet English tea?
55

At four o'clock I unhitched Sally from the tent, sep-

arated the Duchess from Troilns and Creseyde, and

drove off by way of the long covered bridge to Mrs.

Jaquay's Camp on the Cap Chat River.

She came out of the house to welcome us, laughing

as she said, "One sees English-speaking people so seldom

here, I couldn't resist asking you to come/' She showed

us tlie house with its porch so near the waters of the

river. Then, before burning logs in a wide fireplace, we
talked. I could almost hear the Duchess purr.

After a while, a little French Canadian maid served

tea on the long fireside bench, at one end of which sat

our hostess, at the other the Duchess, and I facing the

fire halfway between. There was wild strawberry jam,

toasted slices of the best imaginable whole wheat bread,

and Smoky Souchong tea, with a pitcher of honest-to-

goodness cream. I watched the Duchess taking her first

sip and I knew that the tea was "good English tea."

We sauntered forth to look for the son and daughter
due from a fishing trip. Yes, there they came, round-

ing a bend of the river, standing in bow and stern

poling their canoe through the strong current. With

nicely timed strokes they quickly shortened the distance

till they grounded the canoe at our feet. They showed
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us their catch, three big sea trout, then rushed indoors

to change waders, while their guide weighed the fish in

the kitchen and said, "Eighteen pounds." In ten minutes

they were off again, upstream this time, for salmon.

The rest of us jumped into a car, drove to the locality,

parked, and then climbed down a precipitous bank to

a place on the wooded trail from which we could see

the river's wildly beautiful downward rush to the St.

Lawrence. Far up one saw the waters falling, deep green,

between towering walls of poplar, spruce, and pine,

breaking in rushing whiteness upon opposing stones.

Far below us those waters swirled into a wide, crystal

clear pool, and beneath its still surface one could see

brown rocks and gravel. Under the lee of boulders,

among the shadows of guardian trees, the fishers were

casting their lines.

At the end of an hour, as we bade good-bye to our

new friends at the fishing grounds, rain began to fall,

and the Duchess and I found ourselves back at the tent

on a Saturday night, with our water supply cut off. For,

alas and alack, the tea room was closed! Only two cups

of water in a thermos jug remained for bathing, drink-

ing, and Sunday morning's coffee. We had forgotten the

closing. But I remembered a garage a quarter mile up
the road and decided to try to fill a jug there. So tak-

ing the largest, I walked to the garage, only to be told

"no drinking water." Back I came empty handed.
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"Never mind," said the Duchess. "There's alcohol to

bathe with, and oranges are really nicely packed drinks.

The two cups of water will make enough coffee in the

morning to carry us till the tea room opens."

We had just consumed that precious supply of coffee

next morning when an English Canadian hove in sight.

Seeing our informal breakfast table, he stopped at the

fence to say good morning. His car had broken down

and he was waiting for help. He proved to be a wood

cutter. "Last winter it snowed in the woods five feet in

one day," said he. "Yes, the food is good and plentiful;

meat, potatoes, cabbage, bread and butter, and tea for

dinner. What is left of it for supper. A good breakfast."

"How are you fixed at night?" I asked.

"There are shacks to sleep in, and blankets. I use a

sleeping bag but many do not. When my father came

to see me last winter, I slept outdoors and gave him my
place inside. Yes, it's all right till the men come in who

don't wash, then there's lice. Wages are a dollar and a

half a day."

We chatted awhile till, help having arrived, he went

along.

Saturday night's rain had passed and there were blue

skies above us and a blue river stretching away on our

left to a scarcely visible northern shore. We let the tent

dry and spread out our blankets and pillows in the sun.
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The two young ladies and their maid arrived, opened

the tea room, and there was water, as much as we
wanted.

Talking with them, we learned that inland from the

village the soil is remarkably fertile. There is good grass,

cattle raising, and dairying. Masses of pulp wood near

the mill across the inlet bespoke forests near at hand.

Now we wished we might have seen the Demonstration

Farm that is carried on by the Provincial Government

in the neighborhood. (Cap Chat is a port of call for

Clarke Steamships.) Packing carefully, everything was

stowed in its proper place and a wayside lunch prepared.

At 11:30 we bade our kind hostesses good-bye, drove

out into the highroad, and ran to the near by garage.

When oil, gas, air and water had put Sally in condition

for hard going, we pulled out and headed for Ste. Anne-

des-Monts,

"Now, don't expect me to talk," said the Duchess,

"except when I can't help it. I'm going to write notes

as we go along/*
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The Duchess's Road Notes

MOUNTAIN scenery inland. Valleys sloping to St. Law-

rence. In the distance the Shickshock Mountains rising.

Approaching Ste. Anne we noticed whitewash for the

first time. Wooden buildings heretofore have generally

been grayed by the weather. As we entered the village

a tiny child toddled right into the road in front of us.

Dan had just time to stop dead short, as its mother

rushed to gather it into her arms.

STE. ANNE-DES-MONTS

Most prosperous place we have seen. Large church

built of granite. Contains a relic, a piece of one of the

finger bones of Ste. Anne, patron saint of mariners.

Many pilgrims come to venerate it from all parts of

the Peninsula. Clarke Steamers, First Class Pier.

The David School; a combined agricultural college,

commercial academy, and technical institute. First of

its kind in the Province.

As we drive beside the wide St. Lawrence, we see

nets drying in the sun. There's a noon-tide Sunday
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stillness in the air, as of times long gone by. We see no

evidence of outdoor games, of radio, or of movies. No
smoke from chimneys. It looks like a Puritan Sunday
at Ste. Anne-des-Monts. Near some of the homes pota-

toes are planted, but no gardens. Far off shore we oc-

casionally see porpoises at play in the water. These

7*
porpoises are bad for the codfishing, which is a big in-

dustry here, and unlike the "wise fish" of Alice in Won-
derland these at Ste. Anne would rather go to sea without

a porpoise.

For an hour the road was hilly and thinly populated*

At 1:30 D.S.T., smoke from two chimneys. Hot din-

ners for two families, anyway, and probably on stand-

ard time.

Now we are running inland and twenty miles east of

Cap Chat the scenery is beautiful. Great wooded heights

on our right hand, and far down on our left, curving
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beaches and sandy points, cutting with their grays and

browns the blue ripples of the St. Lawrence.

A good gravel road, sides unprotected. Very steep

grades. Far below, boulders and rocky ledges. Keeping

close to the road, as though for protection, stripling

telegraph poles with no arms, poor things, bearing on

a single glass insulator a single line.

Thus far we have met no cars going in the opposite

direction.

Gazing left over the wide clear waters, I see white

gulls flashing. The surrounding air unstained by noise

or smoke. Above us, black crows lazily circling tre-

mendous crags.

Ten little children happily waving their hands, and

through the dark doorway of their home as we passed,

the glinting of a big nickel-plated stove. Such stoves, I

understand, are the pride and joy of the fisher folk;

tiled, mirrored, and nickel-plated dispensers of warmth

to people who bear long winter after long winter, tire-

less winds and sub-zero weather, hurled upon them by
a lashing sea. They are worth the eighty or ninety dol-

lars paid for them, dollars earned by breasting hungry
seas to catch fish that finally bring them three-quarters

of a cent a pound.

STE. ANNE TO RIVIERE-A-CLAUDE

A tremendously steep grade. Up, up, to a clearing.
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Fire-blackened stumps amid bright green lush grass,

growing now where centuries of leaves have fallen that

once shadowed a virgin forest.

A waterfall, a fertile upland. Off to the left, a bright

red lighthouse. Cabbages! Actually cabbages! The first

I have seen. Quite possibly not the first growing on the

Peninsula.

Purple vetch, orange hawkweed, pine and poplar. Up,

up; the left side of the road now guarded by a rail. We
are above the clouds. I look, wondering how much fur-

ther The summit! Sunshine. A tall white Wayside

Cross. Boys and girls sitting under its colorful shield that

bears three golden fleurs-de-lis emblazoned on an azure

field. They are well dressed and look happy and hearty;

one with crisping golden hair. They are getting enter-

tainment from watching cars climb to their high aerie;

each one, I presume, stopping as ours did to spill out

passengers with cameras and exclamations, enraptured

with the magnificence of the scene spread from this

high cloud line to the farthest reach of the mighty St.

Lawrence River. We lingered, looking and looking.

On again. The air grows cool. We are above the fog

that shuts out views on some of the lower levels.

A covered bridge, and one not covered. Fog again.

A long, slow descent in second gear. I see pines, some

dead, some dying. Result of 1933 winter. Down to sea

level.
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Driving along the shore now. Foggy and cold. Have

passed two cars stopped for tire repairs.

Mustard plants set separately as in a medieval garden.

Lovers walking out in the Sunday afternoon quiet.

High heeled pumps! Alas! And near by a wise old horse

in flat heeled shoes, cropping grass.

Forest land. Glimpses of sea and beach from a little

valley,

RIVIERE-A-CLAUDE

Camping grounds in a protected incurve of the road

backed by overhanging cliff, open to sea and sun. Gulls

perched high on the rocky walls above. A settlement

around a sheltered bay.

Some miles beyond, the road climbs to a height over-

looking the wide bay and there at the top is a Forest Re-

serve picnic ground for travelers, in a white birch grove.

We slowed, backed into the turnout, and stopped, de-

lighted to have such a charming place to eat our wayside

lunch of sandwiches, fruit and coffee. All conveniences

benches and tables, freshly whitewashed. It is now

3:15 P. M.

After refreshments, a walk about to photograph sev-

eral views. Then we got into the car and drove down
Mont-St. -Pierre. A descent of eighteen hundred feet

brought us to the fishing station of this name on a curv-

ing bay walled in by steep cliffs of bare granite, crowned
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by the green of spruce. Houses dot the rising uplands,

but fog obscures the distance.

Three little girls in Sunday finery. Here, color in the

houses and they are better built than in some other

places. Wild roses along the shore. A lazy crow sitting

on a roadside fence.

The road now is terrifying, running at the base of

shale cliffs that seem about to slide down into the lap-

ping waters and wipe us out. Along the inner edge of

the road are great stalks of the poisonous cow parsnip,

nodding heavy white heads of bloom, as if in corrobora-

tion of my doubts. Moth-eaten, evil looking crows.

The lovely village of Mont-Louis at the foot of a

high, dark mountain. General Wolfe's soldiers stopped

here before attacking Quebec. A steamer lying at a pier.

High scaffolded track used to run logs from above into

the hold of steamers. White sand beach looks inviting.

Now, over a covered bridge spanning the Mt. Louis

River. Fog obscuring most things.

Up Mont-Louis into the sun, a continent of fog

lying below us. Sheep on the mountainside to our right,

all wearing barriers on their necks.

ANSE-PLEUREUSE (WEEPING COVE)

Sun again. Dan taking photographs and intending to

sketch, so I have time to write out why this place is

called "Weeping Cove."
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An Abbe with the delightful name of Painchaud

(Hotbread) was once upon a time delayed at this settle-

ment by a storm. While here he heard the noise which

was frightening the inhabitants groanings they attrib-

uted to a ghostly "Bawler." Taking a hatchet, he went

off by himself in the direction from which the sounds

always came. And there at last, deep in the woods, he

discovered two parts of a tree that in growing had

crossed each other, so that when the wind moved them

they ground together, making a moaning sound. He

soon slew the ghost by cutting down one part of the

tree. But on his return he was wise enough to say merely

that the ghost had been laid and would no more trouble

the inhabitants.

From the height where we are parked, the road de-

scends to Weeping Cove, rising again upon the side of

the "Great Mountain" beyond.

Since 1:00 P. M. today, and it is now 4:30 p. M., we

have run only fifty-two miles. Slow going and difficult

driving.

Dan's attempt at a sketch quickly attracted spec-

tators, but they were quiet and polite. When he finished,

we took a smiling farewell of them all and continued

on our way.

The roadsides now are fearsome; black shale standing

on edge, looking as though it had been squeezed out of

the earth by tremendous pressure. The road itself is at the
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very water's edge, and one would think it must be im-

passable in winter. Between it and the lapping water,

on a narrow strip of sand, we see a cabin of logs and

standing in the low doorway, a wild looking man with

a gun in his hands. What a "hide-out"!

CAP-GROS-MORNE

Around a sharp curve we passed underneath a mass

of overhanging rock. Through a covered bridge. We
see a truck garden and children playing. The little set-

tlement of "The Great Knoll."

A turn inland and with magical abruptness an ex-

quisite valley before us, enfolded in hills.

Silence, except for the singing of the motor in second,

climbing to the top again. Arriving, we look down on

water and clouds.

A terrible smell! And lovely shepherd's rue beside the

road.

Now we descend, a mountain stream running beside

us. A thirty-degree drop, with a right angle turn. Then

down to sea level, with rocks, shale, debris, bordering

the way.

MANCHE-D'EPEE

Village named after a sword handle found beside the

river of this name. Now running on an upgrade.

The scenery magnificent for three miles; shorn fields,
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trim roadsides, and sheep grazing on the uplands. To

the left, glimpses of the wide, wide river. Before us in

the still and sunny hour, a view of Petite-Madeleine. We

paused on a plateau. Immediately in front, the road

dropped curvingly to the gray-blue waters of the St.

Lawrence. On my right a group of white birches. On
the left, rising against the sky, a daisy field, greening

toward the top. (Dan sketching.)

Pale turquoise sky with long lines of pinkish clouds.

White crests of foam along the further shore, beneath

a lighthouse. A peaceful, smiling scene.

Dan finished his sketch, jumped in, and as we drove

off, passed a big white cock, elegantly stepping out.

Soon we came to an abrupt turn leading to a covered

bridge wide enough for only one car, and found our-

selves faced with another, fortunately creeping as

slowly. We backed Sally, and let the other car by.

Through the bridge, up a rise with a turn or two, and

there was Riviere Madeleine, the end we had set our-

selves for the day's run.

We looked for a camp site, but when we saw "Cabins

Blanchette" four or five newly constructed, freshly

painted little houses something inside whispered, "Bet-

ter get under a roof." Dan liked the idea, too, so we took

a cabin and in ten minutes had the important pieces of

luggage inside. Faithful Sally was drawn up under our

west window.



CHAPTER XI

Is the nicest little wood stove that ever I saw in

my life!" exclaimed the Duchess, as I walked into our

cabin from Mme. Blanchette's house across the road

where I had gone for a bite of supper.

"Look/' she went on, "this long top is so much more

useful than the usual round one. I can get a large basin

of water on top of it. Here's warning that I'm about to

embark on a career with hot water! Tell me, did you
have a good supper?"

"It suited me," said I. "They are pleasant people, the

Blanchettes."

"Let me tell you what they did for me," said the

Duchess. "You know I didn't go with you because I

wasn't hungry* Well, they must have thought I needed

something to eat, because awhile ago, Mme. and M.

Blanchette came to the door carrying a plate of wild

strawberry jam with thick fresh cream on the side, a

big slice of golden cake, and a cup of hot coffee. Did

you ever know of anything so kind? Between that and

this adorable stove, I'm on the crest of the wave."

It was a great wave and carried us right through from

this Sunday night to Tuesday morning, while rain and
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mist enveloped the outside world- We had arrived in

glorious sunshine, but fortunately we did not set up the

tent.
<cToo many chickens have been using that space

for a parade ground/* said the Duchess, "and there isn't

any other that I can see. Besides, I have a feeling it's go-

ing: to rain/* And rain it did.

Between showers on Monday afternoon we took a

walk to Petite Madeleine. We saw the fishing fleet,

strolled along the beach, then clambered over shale

ledges and boulders (which the Duchess didn't enjoy

but accepted like a good sport) , and up a rocky hillside

amongst grazing cows, to our cabin next the highroad,

We had just finished supper in our cabin when

Mme. Blanchette appeared in the doorway. Smiling, she

asked with a directness born of our lack of Gaspesian

French:

Grasping the significance of this simple question, we
indicated pleasure in the idea, with the result that Ma-

dame, in a motherly fashion, slipped an arm through
the Duchess's and conducted us across the road and into

the front room of her home. M. Blanchette was there

with pretty, seventeen-year-old Therese and gay little

Madeleine. Two sons in their teens completed the family

group. Madame took us into the kitchen which was

much like the parlor except for its nickel-plated stove.

But it was music that we had come for, so back to the

[94]



froni, Gmpt Village





AWAY TO THE GASPE

front room we went, where the gramophone stood near

a window. The Duchess was assigned to a comfortable

chair that commanded a good view of the well arranged

shrine on the walL Therese took the chair next the

gramophone. She put on a disk and was about to begin

the performance when a young couple who wanted a

cabin for the night arrived. They were friends, so were

urged to sit down and join us. Then the music began;

dance music. We all sat still and looked as though we
wanted to dance. Another disk and another good tune.

I could stand it no longer and since everyone was in a

jolly state of mind, I got up and asked Mother Blan-

chette to dance with me. She shook her head and said she

did not know that kind of dance.

"Come, Therese/* said I, "let us dance." But she shyly

refused. Then I turned to the Duchess and she rose to

the occasion. At once I realized that this was what they

wanted to see how a fox trot should be danced. All

eyes were fixed upon our moving feet, never for an in-

stant anywhere else. We "trotted" up and down and

around, and when the tune was about to give out, I

swung the Duchess off her feet in a grand climax. Amid

applause we sat down.

I turned to M. Blanchette who was seated beside me:

"What sort of dances do you have here, Monsieur?"

"Ah, we dance the old dances," he replied. "The ga-

votte, minuette, and cotillion."
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Therese was putting on another disk and it proved

to be a waltz. Her eager expression and shining eyes be-

spoke the longing she felt to be whirling around. I

looked over at her invitingly but she only shook her

head. So once more the Duchess and I stood up in the

middle of the room and then slipped into the music's

rhythm, while the circle watched intently. When the

disk had run its course and we were about to sit down,

a knock sounded at the door.

Therese answered it. There was a man outside whom I

saw in the shadow. M. Blanchette saw him also and he

nodded to Therese, who had turned to him inquiringly.

She said something and the man entered. He was slight,

middle-aged, and worn looking. Without smiling, he

nodded a good evening to us all and walked straight

back to the kitchen.

Madame leaned toward the Duchess and said, in a

quiet voice:

"He wants to sleep here. We have a place for him.

You see, he has no hands/*

We had an early breakfast on Tuesday and after a

complete repacking and sorting out, we gathered the

Blanchettes in a group facing the sun, and photo-

graphed them twice, much to their excitement. Waving

good-bye, we backed into the highway and headed for
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the high mountains.

It was a cold morning with a blue and white sky and

crystal clear air. As we drove along we saw the St. Law-

rence far below us glittering in the sunshine. Inland the

mountainsides were patterned from top to bottom with

pointed pines and rounded tops of ash and maple.

Benozzo Gozzoli would have been perfectly at home

painting here.

The highway rose with terrifying abruptness. I

needed all my driving art to negotiate the twists and

turns of the road which led us up and down, skirting

the deep chasms and gorges. The Duchess was too en-

tranced to write. After achieving the top of a steep and

winding ascent, we found ourselves faced with a great

sign: "Compression" (meaning "get into first'*). Once

more at the bottom we began the climb toward what was

to prove the highway's greatest altitude. The down-

ward journey was less breath-taking, as the road wound
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gently over the hills to Grande Vallee. We rounded the

last bend and the village lay before us on a curving bay

of the St. Lawrence. After our thrilling ride in the

mountains, the level street of Grande Vallee seemed

particularly peaceful. An ancient windmill with large

wooden wind sails stood just on the other side of the vil-

lage. The Duchess got out her note book, saying: *Tve

caught my breath."

The Duchess's Road Notes

PETITE VALLEE

A covered bridge over the river. Dan took a camera

shot of women drying codfish. I, sitting in the car, was

immediately surrounded by a flock of little boys and

girls.

Always along the road, and especially here, we saw

white clover, blue vetch, and yellow devil's paint brush.

One should always journey through the Peninsula at

this time July. The wild flowers above named, and

amazingly large white and yellow daisies, and red clover,

glorify roadsides and color the wide fields and mountain

slopes. The fragrance of white clover pervades the air,

while the smell of drying codfish is noticeable only now
and then. All this beauty will, I suppose, be cut down at

harvest time in August, and as at home in New England,

men with scythes will clean up the roadsides.
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POENTTE-A-LA-FREGATE

We pass a small boy in a tiny cart, charmingly con-

structed, being drawn rapidly along the road by a big

brown and white dog.

Ohio, in the guise of an olive green limousine, passed

us on our right in a cloud of dust at forty miles an hour.

(Lawful speed for settlements is twenty.) I wonder

what they can see going at such a clip. In strange con-

trast, a bull cart and, right after it, another dog cart on

the steep rise up the mountain. Most of the native ve-

hicles are carts or wagons of some sort.

Across from the hamlet at our feet on the opposite

hillside, a wheat field, blown by the sea wind looks, in

the sun, like water running up hill.

Cold air is blowing down from the Shickshocks. Nets,

fish, and clothes drying in the sun.

CLORDDORME

This village lies at the foot of the mountains. Again,

fishing seems to be the only occupation. The road here

cuts through a stand of aspens and poplars.

GRAND ETANG

Now the road goes away from the sea (which some-

how always eases my spirit) , and we come to the vicin-

ity of Lac-du-Grand Etang. No habitations for miles.
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Road surface good but the sides unprotected and the

way rather narrow. Seeing a turnout, we drew up and,

getting out the sandwiches, figs and coffee, sat on the

running board and ate our luncheon.

Then Dan closed up the restaurant, the trunk on

the back, and we started off again. Now all the woods

on either side were charred, ruined by fire. The black

remains continued for nearly four miles, and a horrid

picture was formed in my mind of what it would

be like to be caught on that lonely road between

torches of pine burning right and left up to the sky.

Twice we passed red motor trucks with road repairing

crews seated on fallen logs, having lunch. Our clock

said 1:20 P. M., but to them it was 12:20. For who can

presume to move the sun? "We haven't seen a house for

miles.

Suddenly I saw a long red fox sneaking among the

charred stumps and logs. He was headed for the road,

but sensing us, he turned and ran. There was no time to

shoot him, camera-wise. Another ten minutes and we

suddenly ran out into the open, where the ubiquitous

potato met us, fields of them.

ANSE-A-VALLEAU

Sea gulls flying. The village looks out toward the Gulf

and the limitless view, as the River waters join it, is mag-
nificent. Evidence of red rust on pines. A nice level vil-
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lage with many signs of prosperity. Looking down upon
it as we approached, I was struck by the sight of a great,

pearl-gray, finely constructed building with an Ameri-

can Beauty red roof. Quite the most gorgeous thing in

all the land up to now. What can it be?

Another American Beauty building. We have decided

they may be life-saving stations.

A man with an oxcart full of the insides of fish, shov-

eling them out onto the lawn. Not the most pleasant

front yard fertilizer.

ST. MAURICE-DE-L'ECHOXJERIE

The bay at St. Maurice was full of boats. Here the na-

tives fish for squid. We were just too late for the Blessing

of the Fleet, which takes place every year around the

first of July, and must be a gay sight, with all the boats

decorated.

This is a pretty place and is the head parish for all

the villages near by.

RIVIERE-AUX-RENARDS

Town built on a rising slope which circles the bay and

looks out over the water. Many of the inhabitants are

descended from the crew of an Irish ship which was

wrecked off this shore centuries ago. They speak French,

however. This is an important fishing port.
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FOX RIVER

The junction of two ways to Gaspe, the milder inland

route and the road by the sea. We chose the longer steep

road by the sea. Distance to Gaspe said to be forty-one

miles.

All the way along the prevailing type of face we have

seen has been intelligent and likeable. Couples working

in the fields, with sheep grazing near by.

On the crest of the hill above Fox River we could

look fa-r out to sea. Near shore two vessels were saluting

each other. Inland, great white clouds rested in a field

of blue sky.

In a doorway a little child holding a big doll so that

we could see its face.

Tuesday, or every day, certainly is wash day in this

area.

Traces of English thought appear. A long, Anne

Hathaway sort of house, "Arabella Cigarettes y$."

Road runs now between bordering fields and again

between the sea and the hills.

Landscape becomes gentler, flattening out. Lightning

rods. Hip roofs. Dormer windows. Well-fed, well-

groomed horses, show the general prosperity of this

section.

A large Wayside Cross; 1534-1934. Dried cod being

carried indoors in the arms of little boys. Monument to
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one hundred and eighty-seven Irish from Silso, ship-

wrecked on this coast. Crossing the river at Whalen, a

boy waved a codfish at us.

A sudden turn inland brought a flooding sense of

Maine or the high mountains of New Hampshire. This

heavenly area is really the end of the Appalachian

Range.

CAP-DES-ROSIERS

Just beyond Anse-Jersey, a very small fishing village,

we passed Cap-des-Rosiers, a jutting peninsula of land

with steep rocky sides, which looks like a huge ship

pushing its way through the waves. At the end of the

Cape is a lighthouse which warns ships of the shoals

below. From the hillside we could see all of Gaspe Bay

lying before us.

ST. MAJORIQUE

Town just at the mouth of Dartmouth River. Mostly

farms around here. We turn inland through a thickly-

wooded country and in half an hour we are seated in

a tea room in Gaspe Village.



CHAPTER XH

"QuiTE a difference between our peaceful penetration

of this countryside and General Wolfe's in 1758," I said

to the Duchess as she poured out the tea. "He seized all

the provisions found here. We have come in quietly and

asked for only whole wheat toast and jam."

She didn't seem to be listening to me and in a moment

turned to the proprietor who happened to be near.

"Can you tell me," she asked, "where I should go to

get carbon paper? I have just arrived and do not know

the shops."

"Now, let me think," said he. "The drug store? No.

Let me telephone," and he was away like a shot. In a

moment he returned smiling:

"Yes, Madame, the Canadian Bank will let you have

some/*

"But," said the Duchess, "I don't understand. Carbon

paper at the bank? It must be a different kind from

what"
"Whenever you choose to go in they will let you

have it," repeated the obliging man. The Duchess

thanked him and we made our way back to the car.

"Carbon paper at the bank," repeated the Duchess.
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"How original. But that will come later. Now for tlie

camp site, and that means back to Buckley's Inn and

Cabins at the top o the hill, don't you think?"

"It seemed to me the place/
5

said I, "when we came to

it on the way in, but it's always more satisfying to look

around before settling."

Three or four minutes afterward we were slowing

down in front of the attractive Inn.

"That must be Mr. Buckley himself," said the

Duchess, "showing the cabins to those ladies. See if he

will let us set up the tent, beyond in that flowery field."

"Certainly," Mr. Buckley told me, "but put it close

to the dividing fence. Under the pine tree would be a

good place. Then the grove behind you will break the

wind."

In forty minutes the tent was up, attached to the car

and all set for the night. We made everything snug and

fast against possible rain and, as it is well to have a

change after such business, set out for a walk.

Leaving the beautiful field, we turned left into the

main highway and hadn't gone a hundred feet when

the Duchess grabbed "my arm and said: "Look," point-

ing to the closed gateway of a fence. The gate led into

a field adjoining ours.

"At what?" I asked. There was nothing but empty
field and empty road in front of us.

"Don't you see the sign?"
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Sure enough there was one, small and home-made, and

it read: Beware the Wicked Horse.

"Suppose he got out'
9
said the Duchess.

"But where is he?" I asked. "I don't see anything that

looks like a horse."

"He may be back there among those pine trees."

"And/* I answered, "he may be lying down taking a

nap. Come along." We went off at a brisk pace down

the road.

"We strolled around town, getting the "feel" of the

place, marketed to replenish our larder, and started

back.

Climbing the hill to our meadow, we saw two little

girls ahead of us. As they approached the gate bearing

the sign which worried the Duchess, the elder girl

grabbed the little one by the hand and rushed her across

the road into the bushes. They kept to the bushes until

they were well beyond the gate.

"You see!" said the Duchess in an alarmed voice.

"They know! I tell you, we are in a dangerous spot/*

"I don't believe there is a horse there at all," said I.

"And what's more, I am going into the lot to have a

look."

I approached the fence, but didn't get far. The
Duchess had me by the arm and implored me not to risk

my life, so I took it out in having a look, and nary a

horse could I see. Nothing but a wide field, dotted with
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patches of sweet-smelling clover, surrounding a grove

of pine trees.

We had supper, read awhile, and rather sleepy from

our long drive, turned in early. But not without my be-

ing sent out to have a last look around. All clear.

"Be sure to have every hook fastened on the tent

flap," said the Duchess.

"Oh, that sign may be a year old," I told her. "The

lettering on it looks rather washed out."

"Well, I hope so. It would be dreadful if that horse

got loose in the night."

"Forget it and go to sleep." And the Duchess replied

in a sleepy voice: "Fll try."

Soon we were both forgetting everything in slumber.

The last thing I remember was the perfume of sweet

clover wafted in through the tent flap.

I don't know what time it was but I awoke with a

start. There was something moving very near the back

of the tent. Something rubbing against the pine tree.

Good heavens, thought I, it is that horse. I looked over

at the Duchess and listened intently. Could it be that

beast? Although feeling a bit uncomfortable, I told my-
self that it was probably the wind or something, and

tried to go to sleep again.

Then to my horror there was a snort and a pawing

of the ground. I was out of bed in one jump. That's the

horse, all right, I thought, and the Duchess is right, as
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usual If that horse is what the sign says, he's wicked and

will do anything. Then in a wave o relief I remembered

the wire fence between. Instantly I seemed to hear the

Duchess's reply: "But there may be a break in the

fence."

Another snort, so near this time that I expected to

see whatever it was right there before me! I reached

under my cot and grabbed the ax. The Duchess always

insists I keep it there at night. Heretofore I had thought

it a fool idea, but now I blessed her for it. With the

ax in my hand I felt ready for anything.

There was another snort, a wild one, a kick at the

wire, the pounding of hoofs. I lifted the ax over my
head, but I never used it. For instead of a rending of

canvas, came realization that the hoof beats were going

away. I waited, listening. Fainter and fainter they grew.

Then all was still. At the end of five minutes I went back

to bed and was soon sound asleep.

Early next morning I was up and out to have a look

at the creature of the night's drama. I found it under

the pine tree; The Dreadful Thing of the Night. He was

standing on three legs, his lower lip hanging down, and

he didn't pay the least attention to me, though I waved

my arms at him. I picked a bunch of white clover

and held it out over the fence. He opened one eye with

great effort, and then with a movement as though
bored to death, took my bouquet and slowly ate it.
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"YouVe got a great disguise, old fellow,** I said. "It's

all very well to look like this in the daytime, but you
can't fool me. By some magic the darkness turns you
into a stallion snorting fire and with tearing hoofs. How-
ever some have found you out already, just as I have.

"Tor there/* pointing toward the gate that bore the sign,

"there it says: Beware the Wicked Horse."

But he only closed the other eye.

I walked around the Gaspe docks the day after our

arrival to make some sketches and also, I must confess,

to find a fisherman with whom I might go out cod-

fishing. Almost every male inhabitant owns a fishing

boat of some sort and goes out every day to catch the

cod that is the chief source of livelihood to these vil-

lagers. For three hundred years and even before Cartier

landed on the Gaspe Peninsula, fishing for cod has been

an enormous business in this district, and the methods

used are practically the same as they were so many years

ago. Recently the government has allowed certain grants

to the fishermen and established stations where fish are

sorted and graded.

A small crowd at the corner of a dock stood looking

down at something below in the water, so over I went.

And there was the boat I was hoping for which had just

come in, and the owner and his son were cleaning and

selling their catch: cod, haddock and ling. Six- and
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seven-pound cod sold for ten cents apiece. I soon got

into conversation with the father and told him I wanted

to go out with him.

"How about tomorrow morning?" he asked.

"What time?"

"Oh, about six o'clock. Fine time early in the morn-

ing."

"Do you go out in the afternoon?"

"Sure, go out any time you want."

"Well," said I, "111 see you again."

When I told the Duchess later she wanted to know

why I hadn't made a definite date with the captain.

"Oh," I replied, "I'll see him tomorrow and make

the final arrangements then."

At five-thirty the next morning I was awakened by
a cough outside the tent. I looked out and there stood

the fisherman's son, Jerry the 2nd; hip boots, blue jersey,

blue eyes, and a smile. "Want to go fishing? Fine day for

fish," he said. It was sudden but I was delighted that he

had saved me the trouble of making arrangements.

Dressing, I wrote a note to the Duchess and pinned it

on the tent: "Gone fishing," and was up at Buckley's Inn

in five minutes. Luck was with me. The maids were up
and I got the first breakfast served that day. Then the

boy and I were off down the road, over a fence, through
some pine woods, down steep steps, and out to the end

of a little dock. Captain Bond was waiting in his boat
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so Jerry and I jumped aboard. The engine was running,

sails were hoisted, and we were off for the fishing

grounds. It was a perfect morning with a bright sun

and not a cloud in the sky.

Suddenly I saw a curly head pop up out of the cabin

and the third member of the crew appeared, aged three

and a half. He was introduced to me as the cook. Cap-

tain Bond told me that when this little fellow had heard

yesterday that a tourist might go along on the next

trip, he would not be left behind, and stayed up most

of the night with them to get the necessary bait. They

had succeeded in getting two dozen clams and three

small herring. (The herring net had been put out at

3 A. M. and three little fish were the entire result of all

that labor. It seemed a tragedy to me but they took it

as part of the day's work.)

When the captain found I could hold the boat on a

straight course to a distant lighthouse, he was delighted.

While I did the navigating, he and Jerry the 2nd busied

themselves getting lines and bait ready.

The cabin was about the size of a dog kennel. When

suddenly I got a whiff of the air it contained, I made up

my mind then and there that if necessary I'd go over-

board, but never inside, come what might. The fish

tanks that surrounded the cabin below decks were re-

sponsible for this overpowering smell.

We ran out about three miles and dropped anchor.
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Lines already baited hit bottom as soon as the anchor,

and were then pulled back up again about three feet. Of

course I was hoping I might catch the first fish; in about

thirty seconds I felt a bite and then another. This time

I thought I was hooked to the bottom, only to find

that the bottom started to come up. I pulled and hauled,

getting soaked as fifteen fathoms of wet line came over

the side, and there he was! I had landed the first fish of

the day, a seven-pound haddock. After this they handed

me a big canvas apron that covered me completely in

front and was held together in the back with pieces of

copper wire. Now I was ready for anything and hoped

that a whale would come along.

Over went the line again with enough bait on the hook

to make a good-sized clam chowder. Wham! Nothing

doing. Wham! Wham! I thought I must be hooked to an

old wreck, but whatever it was started to come up. Cap-

tain said, "Cod." I don't know how he knew, but up

came a cod. He got the gaff out this time and my whale

came over the side.

I looked at the cod and at myself covered with sea

water; a blister on one finger, glasses covered with fast-

forming salt, and I thought of my friends with their

two-ounce rods and perfect casting, and wondered what

they'd think of this performance.

Captain Bond and I were having a race. He had just
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flopped a big fellow on deck and called out: "Fifteen.

How many have you?"

"Twelve/
5

I said, "but 111 beat you yet." By eleven

o'clock we were ready to stop, but I had not caught up.

The three of us had taken about a hundred and fifty

pounds of fish.

Captain was now ready to go ashore and we headed for

a little sandy beach in a near by cove where his cottage

stood. He said we should have something to eat before

going back to town to sell the fish.

After landing he and I walked on ahead.

"It's a pretty hard life for the boy and me/
5

he said.

"We two have to look after the family. You see, my wife

died last spring/
5

"How many children have you?
55

1 asked.

"Six girls and four boys now. The little cook here is
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the youngest. My oldest boy was killed last year working

on the new Gaspe bridge, and three of my older boys

died/'

Soon we came to the beach where a good dock made

a nice little harbor. He and the boys had constructed

this dock out of rock and drift wood picked up on the

beach. We walked on to the one-story, unpainted

wooden house which they had also built for themselves

in the same way, and I found myself making friends

with the rest of the family.

Only two of the boys were there, the other two

were away getting bait. As my six-foot-six blocked up

the kitchen, the smaller girls must have thought a giant

had come into the little house. They ran into corners

and looked at me with frightened eyes. The oldest girl,

about sixteen, was mother to them all now. She shook

hands with me and was soon busy setting out the food.

Boiled potatoes, boiled dried codfish, home-baked bread

and tea, made a good meal.

By now the little three-and-a-half-year-old cook had

become quite friendly and came to sit on my lap. After

we had eaten we got out our pipes, the Captain and I,

and fell into conversation. (He spoke English fairly well,

but with a French accent.)

"Have you always lived here?" I asked.

"No, monsieur; before I came to Gaspe I was in the

gold mines of northern Canada. That's where I met and
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married my wife."

"What mine?" I asked.

"Porcupine. And I was in the great fire when the men
were nearly boiled alive in the lake, she got so hot. You

remember, perhaps?"

Did I remember? Quickly I asked him, "Did you ever

know a man by the name of Arthur Miles?"

"Miles? Miles? Oh, sure, I remember him. He was in

the fire too, and in the lake with the rest of us."

Out of all the fishermen of Gaspe Bay, here sat this

man who had known and suffered with my friend of

school and college days, whose brilliant career made

him a figure in the mining world. Arthur Miles, now
dead a year, had told me himself of the terrible chapter

in his life when fire swept the whole Porcupine region.

I spent about an hour with the family. Then the Cap-

tain said that it was time to go to town and sell the fish.

We rowed out a few hundred yards off shore to the

big fishing boat. A strong breeze had sprung up and

waves were breaking in white caps. We slapped on all

sail and without the motor had a fine run back to Gaspe

harbor.

The Captain and his son were soon selling their big

codfish for ten cents apiece. And thought I, eleven in

the family.



CHAPTER XIII

The Duchess's Road Notes

NOONTIDE. Walking home from the village, I came to

the little French church, and went in. It was empty,

and still, at this dinner hour.

The cemetery beside it seemed full of sunny peace.

There was a happiness in the air as I wandered along its

two casual paths. Many graves showed remembrance,

with flowers cut or growing; pansies, delphinium,

gladioli. Suddenly amid the natural things, there

stretched the long, flat tomb of de Lesseps, aviator, grand-

son of the great engineer, killed in the Great War.

Bronze palms crossed upon gray granite hard as grief.

Another youth of the same name is commemorated in a

handsome monument across the road.

Up early on Friday. It was a lovely warm morning.
The breakfast table was placed among clover and daisies

and we drank our coffee looking upon the beauty of the

Dartmouth River shores. Packed until eleven o'clock.

Pulling up stakes always takes a long time if one has

camped more than a night. After hearty good-byes to

the Buckleys, in whose grounds we had been for three
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days and whose unusually pleasant Inn we had enjoyed,

Dan and I drove off down the hill, past the "wicked

horse/
3

and on into Gaspe Village. While he stopped at

a garage to have Sally fed and watered, I remembered

Mr. Patterson's suggestion and called at the Canadian

Bank for the carbon paper I soon should need.

Feeling a bit foolish, I went up to the teller's window

and said I had come to get some carbon paper. To my
astonishment, the young lady instantly understood and

I was asked to enter the manager's office. There a young
man greeted me and he was extremely pleasant. Carried

in a moment far beyond the matter of carbon paper,

I found myself embarked on the subject of education in

the Gaspe Peninsula.

"Oh," said the young manager (Fm sorry I never

learned his name, but Geoffrey Chaucer himself left be-

hind him not one manuscript upon which he had written

his name. Worth, like murder, will "out") , "you ought

to talk to Miss Coffin. Fm one of the boys she used to

teach. She knows everything there is to know about

education in Gaspe."

"But how can I do that?"

"Shell be home now. Tell her I sent you. Just keep

along this road till you come to a good-looking house,

painted white with green trimmings,"

Then the carbon paper was brought in and I was

presented with twice as much as I had asked for and
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was not allowed to pay for it.

"Thanks seem a bit inadequate," I said, "but I can

assure you that all the record of my Gaspe experience

will be touched with the blue of this paper." And laugh-

ing, we bade each other good-bye.

Dan was waiting at the steps when I came out of the

Canadian Bank and getting into the car we drove as far

as the English church. Parking there, a climb of two

minutes brought us to the rectory, and there the Rev-

erend Mr. Wayman greeted us. We were invited into

his book-lined study and chatted with him about Gaspe

for a few minutes. He told us he had been there for

thirty-five years and that in the course of that time

many descendants of the original English settlers had

died and their families in moving away had sold their

lands to the French. That is to say, at the end of the

town where we had been camping.

"But," he said, "in the other direction, toward which

you are heading, the English are still in possession around

that part of the Bay. In the course of all those miles

there are not three schools where the instruction is given

in French." Sitting there looking through the open

doorway of his room, out upon a magnificent view of

the Bay, the further land, and the wide sky, I began to

understand why an Englishman would want to stay so

many years in Gaspe.
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As it turned out, Miss Coffin was at home and wel-

comed me kindly. After explaining my presence, I

asked:

"Can you tell me why there is no compulsory educa-

tion in the Province of Quebec, which, as I understand

it, includes the Gaspe Peninsula?"

"School matters,
53

she said, "are under control of the

Department of Education in Quebec, composed of Eng-
lish Protestant and French Catholic members. Probably

there is no compulsory education in this Province be-

cause it has not been found necessary to adopt such a

system/*

We talked for some time and I found her delightful.

As I walked down the main drive to the highway where

Dan awaited me, I thought: if all the teachers in the

Province of Gaspe are as attractive as Miss Coffin, it is

easy to understand why there is no need for compulsory

education, you couldn't keep the children away from

school

The Duchess's Road Notes

Now we're leaving Gaspe town behind and heading

south-east for Perce. "Gaspe," by the way, is a Micmac

Indian name meaning "land's end." The highway fol-

lows the coast. Houses here and there. Hillsides covered

with white daisies, again with new green wheat. High
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up on the slopes, groups of spruce and pine trees.

We stopped beside the road and sitting on the running

board, ate our lunch in the sunshine.

DOUCLASTOWN

Fifteen miles from Gaspe. No French here* They say

all the inhabitants are of Irish descent. An old wooden

church. Off to the right two young girls are walking

through a field, carrying hoes, their blue dresses against

the green pines delight us. The men, I suppose, are

fishing.

Royal Canadian Mounted Police! Was there ever a

grander name? In this instance they were mounted on

wheels. Our first sight of a police car in the Peninsula.

The scenery grows increasingly interesting. The road has

been good all the way from Gaspe. We travel about

thirty miles an hour most of the time, by going faster

one misses something. Flowers growing all along the

roadsides, and, alas, a man with a scythe cutting them

down.

Where the highway turns abruptly toward St. Pierre-

de-la-Malbaie we were stopped short by a view which

was beautiful beyond words; the first sight of Perce,

nineteen miles away across the waters of Baie-de-la-

Malbaie. Below us, reaching out into a sapphire sea, was

Pointe-St.-Pierre; and from Barachois a thirteen-mile

crescent of beach ended at Coin du Bane. From there

[ 120 ]



AWAY TO THE GASPE

cliffs that cast violet shadows down upon the white

beaches rose in ever-increasing grandeur clear cut against

the noonday sky, till they terminated miles away in the

iridescent Perce Rock itself. We gazed a long time and

then eager to be in the country we were seeing afar off,

Dan started the motor and drove on.

ST. PDERKJE-DE-LA-MALBAIE

The village is built along the highway. From it one gets

an uninterrupted view across Baie-de-la-Malbaie, to Bon-

aventure Island and the Pierced Rock. There is a grand

beach, the longest in the Peninsula. Many of the people

along this northern coast are of English ancestry and some

of them are descendants of New England Tories who

came here during the Revolution, so it is a little easier to

talk to the "habitants/* Barachois, as this place is famil-

iarly called, looked wonderfully clean and neat; not a bill-

board in sight and no stores spilling their wares out on

the street.

COIN DU BANG

The road begins to be exciting and we negotiate

several right angle turns. Up and up now to the top of

a rise. Magnificent views both ways, seaward and inland.

From here we go down immediately at so steep a grade

and for so long that it is impossible to imagine horses

ever having come the other way. At the bottom the road
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begins another ascent, long and winding. Up and up we

go till at last we find ourselves at the very top of the

world, it seems. But it is Mt. Ste. Anne instead. The

end of our journey is at hand because we have only to

descend thirteen hundred feet within a mile and a quar-

ter and we shall find ourselves in Perce.

Just as we reached the narrow plateau at the top of

Mt. Ste. Anne, where a good-looking tourist Rest House

met our view, a rain cloud swept over and a cold wind

drove us into the warm and pleasant restaurant for a

few moments. The cloud passed quickly; we went back

to the car and started good old Sally (who had not once

complained of the way we were treating her) down the

last lap of the road to Perce. Sally seemed to be standing

on her head most of the time but she took us down in

first without once getting hot, and made the right angle

turn at the bottom into Perce high street as coolly as

though she had been running around Central Park, New
York, instead of doing a loop-the-loop between heaven

and hell in the oldest mountains in North America.
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CHAPTER XIV

THERE lay Perce! On the last green slopes of towering
mountains facing blue -waters and its own stupendous

miracle, the Pierced Rock.

I was all eyes, letting Sally get on as best she could,

when I heard the Duchess saying: "Do stop till I get my
breath," Then and there I drew up to the side of the

graveled street, it happened to be opposite the post

office, and together we gazed, without speaking.

Up against the western sky, on our left, rose ancient

Mt. Ste. Anne, shouldering Rosy Peak; and locking

hands in a swing toward the north, the cliffs of Three

Sisters and Cap Barre. At the feet of these cliffs a beach

curved back south, past the undulations of Mt. Joli

(on which the buildings of a hotel stood) and Mt. Logan,

continuing south, passing us to the right, and so on to the

unseen Bay of Chaleurs. Within the embrace of these

mountains and beaches lay land possibly a quarter of a

mile wide at its greatest depth. On its green acres,

swept now with the white of daisies, were scattered

houses and farm buildings. A handsome stone Catholic

church marked the northern, and a charming little

English church the southern reaches of the community.
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Along its one main street, and its half dozen intersecting

lanes clustered the homes and hotels and shops that to

travelers like ourselves make up this county seat of Perce.

Suddenly I was aware that a smiling boy was standing

beside the car, trying to give me a card. I took it and

read that his boat was ready at any moment to motor us

around Bonaventure Island. As I thanked him I let in

the clutch: "Yes," said the Duchess, "it's time we looked

for a camp site.
5 *

"And a good one it must be/' I replied, "for I could

spend the rest of my life here." We investigated several

likely looking places but for us there was an "out" about

each of them. Turning, we headed Sally in the direction

from which we had come. Up on Mt. Joli were the hotel

buildings I had noted: Perce Rock House.

"I have a feeling that's the place for us."

"It may be impossible, or too expensive," I said, "but

we'll have a try," and I turned into the long and rather

steep private road leading to the biggest hotel in Perce.

Sweeping up to the verandah steps, I heard a cheery

voice greeting us:

"Sorry we can't take you in. Every room is full." The
Duchess leaned out and answered:

"We have our room with us. What we want is a place

to put it."

The man on the steps, who proved to be the proprie-
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tor, opened his arms in a gesture that embraced the

universe and said: "The place is yours. Camp where you
wiH."

We alighted and he showed us the best spots to set up
a tent. In an angle where two wire fences met and

where the third side was protected from "sea" wind by
a one-story building, we found what we had hoped for.

"This is the very place. May we set up our tent here?"

"Delighted to have you/
3

he replied. "And now let

me show you where you can get water/
5 He led me

around a building and there was a fine old iron hand

pump. When we came back to the Duchess she inquired

what the daily charge would be for all this convenience.

"Nothing nothing at all/' he said heartily. "Fm de-

lighted to have you here/
5

When he had gone we stood and looked at each other.

"That's the friendliest gesture Fve seen in many a

day/
5
I said.

"Well/' replied the Duchess, "you know who he really

is, don't you?"

"Of course. Abner Bisson, Proprietor/'

"Oh, yes, that happens to be his name now, but I

recognized him as soon as he spoke. He is Harry Bailey,

host of the Tabard Inn in Southwark, at the further end

of London Bridge."

"Aore you crazy?" I asked. "Harry Bailey of the
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Canterbury Pilgrimage has been dead as long as Chaucer

himself who created him; something like five hundred

years."

"You're quite mistaken," said the Duchess, "neither

one nor the other has ever died. In fact they both are so

much more alive than half the people I meet that it

often sets me pondering whether I am a shade living

among shades.
9 '

Our first days in Perce were exciting after weeks in

the open apart from others. We watched everything

and everybody as a foreigner newly landed watches those

of another country.

We decided to dine each night at the hotel and we

generally spent the rest of the evening, or at least some

part of it, before the fire in the lobby.

From our camp site we looked down upon the main

street of Perce. On its west side, facing us, impressive in

gray and white paint, was the Court House. And at its

back, inconspicuously placed and surrounded by a high
white wooden fence, was the jail. Pleasant meadows ad-

joining had their boundaries defined by white picket

fencing.

In the meadow to the north of this imposing build-

ing I noticed two large black cows feeding all day on
white clover, or chewing their cuds with great content-

ment. Sunday afternoon about two o'clock I saw these

cows being taken from their clover field into one further
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off. Then men, youths and maidens dressed in Sunday
best began to drift up to the fence along North Street.

Soon they were draped over it, as more and more

crowded up.

"What do you suppose is going to happen?" asked the

Duchess. "Do try to find out. It might be a local fete/*

I departed to inquire and soon came back with the

news that we were about to witness a baseball game, our

first since leaving the States. Perce was to play the men
of Barachois.

"What! In that field/' exclaimed the Duchess, "where

cows have been standing all the week?'*

"It certainly looks like it and Fm going down there to

see the fun."

"I can get the outlines from here. This chair beats

standing up. Tell me the little things when you come

back."

By the time I got to the field the neighboring team

had arrived in a big truck. Their pitcher was soon warm-

ing up and I could tell by the temper of the crowd it

was to be a red hot game. The gallery was mostly for

Perce, naturally, but the men of Barachois had brought

adherents with them who made fully as much noise as

the local crowd. The Perce team wore white and looked

more like cricket than baseball players.

That clover field was none too large for the game, as

I soon discovered. Over the fence was not a home run
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but a lost ball and good for only two bases, a local rule.

Small boys were stationed in the adjoining fields, knee-

deep in the grass which was ready to be cut.

The game started and went along till the beginning of

the third inning. Perce was at the bat and the first player

struck out. Next to step up to the plate was a tall young

man with red hair, bright blue shirt, and long, white,

immaculate pants that gleamed in the sunlight. He

stood there, an imposing figure, and got a great hand

from his admirers. His tense attitude bespoke trouble

for Barachois and looking at him I thought that if he

hit the ball it would go into the ocean.

The pitcher wound up. "Ball one!" shouted the um-

pire. The cheering crowd yelled. Again the ball was in

flight. The batter stepped aside with disdain while the

umpire called, "Ball two!" More cheers from the crowd.

A third time the pitcher let go. There was a crack and

the batter was off like a blue and white streak for first

base. He had singled right over the second baseman's

head.

Now another local man came to the bat, but all eyes

were on the favorite at first base. By this time he had

taken a big lead and was only waiting for a chance to

steal second. The pitcher wound up and as he threw the

ball, Red Head was off like a flash. At exactly ten feet

from second base Red Head in his white, white pants

started to slide and at about ten feet from that very base
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a cow had been standing before the game, ruminating

upon the beauties of nature. When Red Head struck that

spot a rifle bullet couldn't have beaten him. Never was

there such a slide in history. He took bag and baseman

with him as he went. About fifteen feet the other side

of the base the two of them untangled with what they

had collected.

"You're out!" shouted the umpire.

Then the row started. "He shouldn't have taken the

bag with him," yelled some. "It was the cow," cried

others. "He's safe." The crowd climbed over the fence

and milled about the players till the scene might have

been May Day in Madison Square, New York. From

the midst of the excitement Red Head emerged, but,

alas, he was not the man who had stood so proudly at

the plate. "The glory had departed."

Perce won 26 to 13 that Sunday afternoon and today

as I sit looking down at the playing field that adjoins

the Court House and jail, I see a contented cow standing

at second base chewing her cud and ruminating*



CHAPTER XV

SITTING on the gunwale of an ancient boat drawn up on

North Beach, I watched the men cleaning their catch of

cod, hoping to get a good photograph of the ever-

present gulls which keep the beaches of Perce as clean

as though swept with a broom every morning. What the

fishermen don't want is thrown on the beach. The gulls

wait till the men leave and then descend in white clouds

fighting and screaming. In a few moments nothing re-

mains.

As I watched I became conscious of another observer

sitting near me, smoking his pipe and gazing out to sea.

Suddenly without looking at me he said, "Tomorrow,

monsieur, you go cod fishing with me." I still had a sore

finger from my fishing experience with Jerry Bond

in Gaspe. The first time is fun but cod fishing isn't the

most exciting sport in the world, so I couldn't look very

enthusiastic.

My neighbor continued: "You will go with me to-

morrow, that will be Wednesday. And then on Thurs-

day, the feast of good Ste. Anne, we will go after trout."

"No cod," I said firmly, "but trout where do we go

for trout?"
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"Three miles from here, monsieur, over the moun-
tain. You have a car, n'est-ce pas? We will take the car

and some lunch."

"But," I protested, "I have no tackle for trout and no

license."

"Monsieur, you need none of these. I arrange every-

thing. Take Madame and she sit in the car while we
fish." How he knew I was traveling with my wife, I

don't know.

I talked it over with the Duchess and when I said we
were supposed to go to a place called Corner of the

Beach, she brightened up and said: "Oh, that's where

The Yellow Tea Room Is. The biscuits and wild straw-

berry jam are simply marvelous. Of course 111 go and

wait at the tea room while you do your fishing. By the

way, what's your friend's name?"

"Georges La Flamme."

So it was arranged that we should leave after lunch

on Thursday, the feast day of the good Ste. Anne.

At one o'clock I sought out George on the beach.

"Everything ready?" I asked.

"Ah, monsieur, we need a little hook, a little trout

hook." So we went into a near by store and George looked

over the supply and selected three cents' worth of hooks.

"How about a line?" I said.

"Ah, yes," said George, "we need a line." Lines were

produced and again George made the selection, two for
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ten cents. Thirteen cents for all of our equipment.

"How about a rod?" said I.

"I have everything/
5

said George, "everything is pro-

vided/
5

I murmured: "I have provided everything so far, old

fellow, but we'll wait and see.
55

George tucked the hooks and lines Into a pocket of

his flannel shirt, lit his pipe and said he was ready to

start. With the Duchess in the tonneau, we were soon

climbing the precipitous road up Mt. Ste. Anne, thir-

teen hundred feet in a little over a mile.

We used second gear most of the way. The sea dis-

appeared and we were in country that might have been

Switzerland or our own White Mountains. After wind-

ings and ascents we went down, down through what is

called "The Amphitheater/
5 The scenery was magnifi-

cent. Suddenly George put up his hand and said: "Stop!

My house. I catch bait/
5

George
5

s catching of the bait

consisted of going to his house and finding it locked.

Nobody home. If he had bait, which I doubted, there

was not much chance of his getting it. He tried another

door. Locked. He went to a big barn, disappeared and

came out scratching his head. Then he saw a neighbor

across the way, weeding her garden. George went and

leaned over the fence and I saw his arms wave and then

her arms wave. To us down in the road it said plainly:

"I have some bait but it's locked in the house. My
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woman is away and I can't get in. My tourist is waiting

to go trout fishing." She handed over her hoe. George

disappeared under the barn and in about ten minutes he

emerged. Returning the hoe, he waved his hand and

came hurrying down the hill with a can full of fat

worms from the manure pile.

With George again in the seat beside me, we started

down hill, driving most of the time in low gear. We
rounded a turn and passed a little steep-roofed and tow-

ered English church on a knoll, surrounded by spruce

trees and looking as though it had been dropped there

out of Norway. We arrived at last on the level of Corner

of the Beach and went on to The Yellow Tea Room,
where I let the Duchess out. George and I drove on again

for about a mile inland, where I parked the car. George

took observations from a marked tree and found the

trail that led to the stream and, I hoped, to large and

ferocious trout.

We pushed through the bush about a hundred yards

and suddenly George stopped, saying: "I cut fish pole,
9*

and producing a villainous looking knife, disappeared

into the woods. In a few minutes he came back with two

very respectable looking rods, a short stumpy one for

himself and a long slender one for me.

"Just fit monsieur," he said with a laugh.

I wondered what the stream would prove to be and

pictured in my mind a swift-flowing mountain torrent
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with deep pools, trout leaping and perhaps a salmon

flashing in the sunlight. We walked along and finally the

brush thinned out to a clearing.

"Voila!" said George.

Piled up before me in the wildest confusion was the

biggest log jam I had ever seen; old logs and trees five

and six feet in diameter piled till you couldn't see the

water that floated them. "We catch 'em in the pool/*

said George in a very matter-of-fact tone, and he began

to attach hook and line to each of the poles.

Although the river was low, no rain having fallen in

weeks, there actually were large deep pools in that riot

of old timber. And in them I saw trout, huge ones,

swimming around lazily far down in the blue-green

depths. Before leaving Perce Rock House I had jokingly

asked the proprietor how much he would pay for trout.

Now I had a vision of making good my boast that I

would supply the hotel with brook trout for supper.

I scrambled up an ancient giant of the forest and

George handed up my pole with a hook already baited.

Spotting a large trout which must have been the grand-

father of all the trout in the river, I cast.

"With George's help," I thought, "though we have no

net, I can land him." The line went down and the bait

fell right in front of grandpa's nose. He backed away

about two feet so I maneuvered the line over to him. He
backed away again, this time with a disgusted air, and
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went off to the lower depths. Just then one of his grand-
children took a passing bite as I started to pull up my
line and as it came out of the water he was on the hook.

How he got that hook into his mouth was a mystery,

for he measured, reposing on my hand, one inch and a

half.

Grandpa trout came out again with grandma and a

lot of relatives but, try as I would, I couldn't induce any
of them to take a bite. George said that it wasn't a good

day and I believed him. I saw another pool farther down
stream where there was less cordwood and the water

went rushing under a bank. I took the bait can and

clambering down from the ancient tree, started for the

new pool. It was not as easy to get at as I had thought,

but I made it. Soon I was poised in a tangle of timbers

with a wonderful bit of water below me.

I selected the most tempting morsel of bait in the can

and dropped the line into the water. It swirled under the

bank. Wham! . . . lost him. Again I baited and

dropped the line. This time the trout struck and I had

got him half out of the water when I slipped and kicked

over the bait can into the pool. Off went the fish carry-

ing with him my dream of a grand catch, and below me
the trout family were having the best meal in many a

day.

At this moment George, who had been fishing further

up the river, appeared over the top of the wood pile.
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"The bait, monsieur, you have the bait?" Then I told

him. He gave me one look and said, "We go home/ 5

And we did, I with ears swollen to twice their natural

size from fly bites. But first we stopped at the yellow

house and, with the Duchess, had a very high tea of

raised biscuits and wild strawberry jam which made

up somewhat for the lack of trout.

"Do you know," said the Duchess, "the lady from

Montreal who runs this place says George is a grand old

fellow. It seems he was one of the men who built this

highway round the Gaspe Peninsula/'

"There are twenty-nine culverts and bridges between

here and Perce," I replied, carelessly; "he told me all

about it on the way over."

Rolling home through the sunset, George spoke: "Stop

at my house. My woman back now." So I drew up at

his hillside home. He ran up the path and into the house,

emerging with a large bouquet, and the family. They
waved from the doorstep while George hurried down

again and with a sweep of his hat presented a bunch of

mallow and tiger lilies to the Duchess. She accepted the

gift with obvious pleasure, and amid thanks and more

waving of hands we left; the Duchess murmuring:
"There's something about the French

**



CHAPTER XVI

EVER since our first trip to Bonaventure Island to see

the bird colonies I had wanted to go back to make draw-

ings of the rock formations of the cliffs. Only three

miles from the mainland, these formations are so dif-

ferent that they might well be on another planet.

It was a beautiful still day with the sun shining

brightly and I thought that now was the time for my
sketching trip to Bonaventure. I looked across at the

Island and saw that the north side where I wanted to

make my drawings was all in shadow* After noon it

would be in sunlight with plenty of cast shadows. I

talked it over with Willie Duval, boatman and guardian

of that bird sanctuary, and told him where I wanted to

go, so he agreed to land me on the rocks at the foot of

those particular cliffs. He "would be making trips during

the afternoon and would pick me up on the last one

about five o'clock and bring me home.

"Go to the west beach/
3 he said, "I'll meet you there.

When you are finished sketching you can walk around the

point. The tide will be low enough, or you can climb a lad-

der up the cliff and walk over and down to the beach."

We left South Beach on the mainland a little after
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two o'clock. The sun was not as brilliant as in the morn-

ing and a good breeze had sprung up. Before we left

Willie looked at the sky and announced that it was going

to blow.

The half dozen other passengers being aboard, we
started off the usual way out by Perce Rock to show

them the great arch, then swung over to Bonaventure

and ran in under the cliffs. Willie very cleverly maneu-

vered Grace in among the rocks on a big swell. When
we were near enough he shouted "Now" to me and I

jumped; I landed safely on a big rock. He reversed his

engine and backed away, and there I was, alone, feeling

very much as Jacques Cartier must have felt when he

first set foot in this new land. I crawled around (walk-

ing being impossible) to a place that gave me a good
view of the cliff formations, and went to work.

The gulls soon discovered me and told me in emphatic

language that they would not allow any intrusion of

their island home. Hundreds of them flew screeching

around me till I thought their cries would drive me

crazy. I worked about an hour and a half uninter-

ruptedly, though I occasionally told the gulls what I

thought of them, and watched the tide which by then

had risen considerably. The sketch was finally finished

and I looked at my watch and found that if I was to

meet the boat on the west beach, I had better start at

once. I headed west, clambering over fallen boulders of
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conglomerate that blocked every inch of the way. The

towering cliffs overhung me and I had gone only about

ten yards when I noticed that the rocks at my feet were

of an entirely different character. Instantly I realized

these rocks represented a recent fall from above, very

recent indeed. I looked up and there above me saw an

overhanging rock shelf that looked for all the world like

the under side of a great table. Underneath it were piles

of debris and I had to go through it in order to meet the

boat. Fm frank to say that I had the wind up.

Fve seen mountain goats in the movies, leaping from

crag to crag but it would have taken a big goat to have

kept up with me as I bolted toward the hard gray

boulders that lay beyond this fall of red sandstone. Once

I slipped and came down with a crash. My drawing flew

out of my hand and I thought the whole top of the cliff

had let go. The gulls set up an ungodly screaming like

derisive laughter at my wild flight. Finally, entirely out

of breath, I arrived safely at the desired haven beyond

the overhanging cliff. Now for the next ordeal, the

ladder up the face of the cliff. There it was, far up above

my head and beyond the end of it a gully which led to

the top of the cliff a hundred feet higher in the air. I

climbed over boulders till I came to the foot of the

sapling ladder. I climbed the ladder only to find that the

way from there on was of wet red clay, slippery as ice

to my rubber soled shoes. Wanting to get home more or
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less whole, I realized I must find another way, so back

down the ladder I went. The tide that had steadily risen

was now breaking against the foot of the cliff so it was a

case of swim or discover a third way to reach the bit of

shore where Willie Duval expected to find me.

I looked up at the cliffs above and saw that if I could

get to a certain ledge about twenty feet above me I

might be able to work myself between two projecting

rock shelves, and come out where it would be an easy

climb to the top and then down to the bottom at west

beach. The trouble was, I needed both my hands for the

job. What should I do with the drawing, the cause of all

this adventure? Taking it by a corner as though I were

going to scale a stone, I let it go. The gulls must have

thought it was a new kind of bird invading their aerie

for they set up a wild screaming as my white drawing

pad went sailing up the cliff to land, in spite of the

stiff wind, exactly in the place I had hoped it would.

After scrambling up the twenty feet intervening, I got

on my back and, feet first, began to work myself be-

tween the ledges, thankful for the non-fattening menu
that the Duchess insists on, for I couldn't have made

the passage between the rock shelves if I had put on

weight during this land cruise of ours. Cautiously inch

by inch I worked myself along the shoulder-wide ledge

and finally, when convinced that the seat of my trousers

must be gone, I emerged safely into the open sun-

[ 140]
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light. With a couple of goat-like leaps I recovered my
drawing pad and was up at the top among clover and

green grass. Six hundred feet below me to the left lay

the beach I had been trying to reach for an hour. I

lighted a cigarette and lay down on the grass "to my
great content."

Later I started down for the beach. All around me

grew wild blue iris that made me think of Cartier and

the iris of France. Far below me on the little beach men

just in from the fishing grounds were cleaning their

catch. Back of them lay the fish houses, and on the rising

green hillsides their homes.

When I got to the beach DuvaPs boat was not in sight

so I sat down to watch the men clean and prepare their

cod for drying. One man stood almost waist deep in cod

heads and other things* I thought it seemed an enormous
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catch but when I asked one of the workers about it he

shook his head and said, "Only fair. When we come in

with two or three thousand pounds the fish are running

well/'

These old men with their gnarled, bony hands were

as deft as surgeons as they split the fish and yanked out

their insides. No surgeon ever twitched out an appendix

with more ease than they removed the liver of the cod

when it was once laid bare. While I was watching these

operations which precede the drying of the fish, I saw

a young lad hovering around. He would look at me,

start to approach, and then back away. I saw he had

something tightly clasped in his hand. He went off and

talked to a fisherman, perhaps his father, who was down
the beach baiting his troll. The old man evidently told

him. to show the stranger what he had, for the boy came

back and sat down beside me and opened his hand. There

were a dozen agates he had picked up on the beach.

My French, what there is of it, gets me along, but this

lad was speaking something that was Greek to me. How-
ever, sign language came to my aid as it always does and

I learned that the agates were very rare and very dear.

Days before, the Duchess and I had looked for some

and without success, so I selected five or six.

"How much for these?" I asked.

When he saw I really meant business he said, partly
with his lips and partly with his hands, that he had more
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beautiful ones in the house. "Would monsieur like to

see?" I semaphored that I would and he was off like a

shot, returning in no time with a match box full. After

I had made another selection, I asked again, "How
much?"

"Very dear/' he indicated. I had no way of knowing
what he expected to get. Having selected five, I drew a

quarter out of my pocket and gave it to him. He looked

at it, his eyes grew large, a dumbfounded expression

came to his face, and then a broad smile. With an eager

gesture, he indicated that I take the lot, presumably be-

cause I had paid so much. I signaled that I had all I

wanted. With a, "Merci, merci, monsieur/* he turned

and raced away, and so concluded an epoch-making deal

on Bonaventure Island.

Anxiously I glanced about for the boat that was to

pick me up at five. It was now six-thirty. I approached

one of the nearby fishermen: "Willie Duval said he

would pick me up at five. Is there any chance of my
getting back?"

"Keep your shirt on. If Willie said he'd pick you up,

he'll be here."

At six-forty-five I saw his white boat come bobbing

around the south point, and I wondered how he could

make a landing. When he reached the cove where I was

waiting, he did not shut off his engine, but came in on

top of a wave, smack up onto the beach. I jumped
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aboard and as the next wave came in It lifted the boat.

He reversed his engine and, turning skilfully, we were

off for the mainland. "Willie can certainly handle a boat.

It was a grand run back, with a big sea, but Willie didn't

let a drop come aboard his twenty-foot motor boat.

It was long after seven when I got ashore and I dashed

for the tent. All closed up. Then on to the hotel. I found

the Duchess serenely reading a magazine. Looking up
as I approached she said casually, "Oh, hello!"
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CHAPTER XVII

As we came out of Biard's restaurant one day after

luncheon, Captain Biard was standing in front of his

store across the way, and a sturdy, sea-faring type of

man he looked. We walked over and introduced our-

selves. After talking awhile about Perce and fishing, we

expressed a desire to see the cutlass of Captain Peter

John Duval, which we had been told might be seen at

the Biard store.

"Yes, yes, come right in." He took us into the store

and a few minutes later laid the cutlass out on a counter

before us, together with a paper containing historical

facts connected with this curved, business-like blade in

its damascened scabbard. We read:

"This cutlass was used by Captain Peter John Duval
when he commanded the small privateer, the Vulture,
with five guns and twenty men during the Napoleonic
Wars. The cutlass was presented to him by King
George III of England, with letters of marque, to permit
him to prey on the commerce and the fleet of the enemy.
After the Avars were over, he was granted part of Bona-

venture Island, and he died there on July 25th, 1835,

and was buried in the churchyard on the hill near Perce
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Rock House, Perce, P. Q." (The grave with Its stone

may be seen there today.)

We thanked the Captain and after he had put the

cutlass back into its scabbard and both into their proper

box, and the box into its official repository (which we

very properly did not see), the three of us went out

into the sunshine again.

"I'm careful now of the things that I value/' said the

Captain. "Some years ago I owned a copy of John Mason

Clarke's 'Heart of Gaspe' and I used to let people who

stayed with us read It. Then one morning it was missing

from a room that had been occupied the night before

by "tourists. Thinking they might have packed it with

their things by mistake, I wrote to them, but I never

had any reply. Mr. Clarke had given it to me himself

and had written in it. No, I don't leave things I care for

around loose any more," A splendid man, the Captain.

We walked with our backs to the "sea" up Laurier

Lane and where it joins the main street, turned right.

There before us was a garden with flower borders in

carefully tended grounds and luxuriant flowering plants

in perfect condition. "Isn't it charming!" exclaimed the

Duchess. "Each time I see it I wish I knew the story of

how it has come to be. When you realize the short sum-

mer, such growth in July means not only labor but a

magic touch/*
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Each of the homes and little inns along the road

toward the Three Sisters was attractive in its own way.
Around a bend the road ran under a group of ancient

willows. On the right a well-fenced property stretched

from the road down to the beach near which we saw

a gay verandahed "Villa." As one looked there seemed

to be flowers everywhere. The path leading to it was

bordered with red roses, and peonies were massed here

and there on the smooth lawns.

"Who," said the Duchess,
"
do you suppose lives in

this delightful place?"

I could not tell her, but that night when we asked

our genial host, he said, "Oh, Senator L/Esperance."

"L/Esperance hope," said the Duchess. "As lovely a

name as the place itself." And there for the time we

left the matter.

The next day I felt an itch to be on the water, and to

enjoy a boat, the right kind of companionship is neces-

sary. I thought of Chapin and Austin, American artists

who were encamped down on North Beach with a big

police dog, Buddy. Either of them or both would be in

tune with adventure so I went down to see them.

"How about a voyage of discovery this afternoon with

a little sketching thrown in?" I said to Austin. Chapin

it seemed had gone off on his own for the rest of the day.

"I'm for it," he answered, delighted with the idea.
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"How do you feel, Buddy?" Buddy jumped and barked

for joy. He'd been bored to death sitting on the beach.

"Get your traps then and come along. I have a boat

engaged/*

This story won't mean a thing unless I tell you right

now that the boat in its contours suggested that it had

been a dinghy for Columbus's Santa Maria, and the oars

provided with it were long enough for an up-to-the-

minute racing shell.

When we reached Biard's Beach and this creation,

through which our enthusiasm for life was to find ex-

pression, the owner helped us aboard. Buddy and the

traps were put in the stern. Then as Austin and I were

about to dip the sweeps he tossed a big bailing can to us,

saying: "Better take it with you. Looks as though it was

going to blow/
3 No sky could have been more clear,

and no sea more calm, but we accepted the can without

argument.

With a good deal of splashing we got under way and

went out through the fishing fleet, nearly running down

one boat in our efforts to show the fishermen on the

beach who were watching that we were old hands at this

sort of thing.

On we pulled, out around Cap Barre and then headed

in for the beach under Pic de FAurore. There were big-

ger swells running here than in the harbor we had left

behind, and our ancient craft rose to them as though

[148]



AWAY TO THE GASPE

with enjoyment. Coming in on top of a wave, we headed

her for a likely spot and arriving safely, beached her.

Buddy was first out and ran about barking at the gulls

which our landing had disturbed. By the time the boat

was made fast, Austin and I were soaking wet.

I wandered along the beach to the other side of the

Peak and found a place that suited my fancy. From

there, looking back, one saw the towering cliffs all in

violet shadow while their tops caught the sunlight, and

these cliffs cast great slanting shadows down across the

white beach which blazed in sunlight. Rather a large

order for a quick sketch but I went to work.

Austin had found something near by that interested

him and was hard at work with pen and pencil before

I had my water colors arranged. Intent upon my work,

the time slipped by, when I realized I was having dif-

ficulty in holding my paper down. Just then Austin

shouted, "It's started to blow." Instantly thinking of

our craft I called back, "How's the boat? I can't see it."

"Neither can I," he answered, yet, strange as it may
seem, we did not move. We wanted to finish what we

had started. The wind was icy and by the time my
sketch was completed I was blue with cold. Austin came

over to me.

"I'm frozen. How about a fire?"

"Grand idea. I'll be right with you."

He went off to collect driftwood and I packed up my
[149]
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kit and started for the boat. I found it wedged between

two rocks and filled with water; the rising sea was break-

ing clean over it. She couldn't get away so when Austin

came up with a pile of wood we decided to have a fire

and warm ourselves before getting our ship to sea again.

A fire was blazing in no time and we sat close to it to

our great content, speculating as to how we should get

back to Biard's Beach, if on righting the boat we should

find that the pounding on the rocks had stove a hole in

her bottom. "But/
9 we said,, cheerfully, "it was adven-

ture we came for.
3* Warm and comfortable now, we

went so far as to picture ourselves spending the night

there and the excitement at the hotel when it should be-

come known we had not returned.

More wood was piled on. It caught into flame with a

great snapping and sent up a shower of sparks. I was

sitting to windward and Austin was lying down on the

landward side of the fire, when he suddenly said:

"That's a funny smell the wood is giving off, Dan."

"Smell?"

"Yes. There's something beside wood burning around

here. At that moment I felt as though a bee had stung

my ankle. A hurried examination disclosed in the cuff

of a corduroy trouser leg a cherry red cinder. It had con-

sumed a square inch of cloth and was beginning on me.

Austin shouted with delight as I ruefully considered

whether the Duchess could do something about it.
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We sat down again, our conversation about shipwreck
not nearly finished, when, to my horror, that same

burning sensation hit me, this time in the middle o my
stomach, while the same unbelievable smell was wafted

to Austin across the fire.

"You're burning up!" he shouted.

"Don't I know it?" I retorted, madly tracking down
the spark which this time proved to have landed in a

fold near my midriff. It left behind it a hole two inches

across. Alas! These historic trousers ordered after painful

search in Quebec, awaited eagerly through twenty-four

hours of rain in Matane, and when at last possessed,

ruined at the outset. It mattered not to me that the

Duchess had remarked she thought this kind of corduroy

was only used for furniture covering, nor that when

damp they gave off a most peculiar odor. I loved them.

Could clever fingers make good these gaping holes?

"Oh, perfectly simple," said Austin. "The Duchess

can snip off a bit from inside and make an inlay. They'll

be as good as new/*

I had had enough of fire, and we decided that if we

were to get home at all we had best start. We bailed till

we had the boat manageable and with only a few more

gallons to take out of her, it seemed the business was

finished, when a regular grandfather of a wave rolled in

and slewed our little Santa Maria around and filled her

completely with foaming water.
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All to do over again! We went through It, but this

time not waiting to finish completely. A quarter of the

cargo was still sloshing around in her when, on a reced-

ing wave, we launched out. Buddy, sitting in the stern,

barked with excitement while we got out the sweeps.

Then it was "pull for the shore, boys*' in earnest, be-

cause the harbor was a mile away on the other side of

Cap Barre. Far enough off shore to safely stop rowing

for a few minutes, we bailed out the rest of the water,

and then settled down for "a long pull and a strong."

It was grand fun riding the swells and we finally

arrived with two fair sketches, several blisters on several

hands, two holes in historic trousers, and very wet. But

Austin and I agreed that it had been a grand afternoon.

Later, in the privacy of our tent, the Duchess ex-

amined the trousers. "Oh, yes," said she, "it will be quite

simple to mend the holes. A touch of mosaic work on

these trousers will make them unique/*



CHAPTER XVIII

AT breakfast on the morning following my sketching

trip to Bonaventure Island, the Duchess asked, "Do you
remember saying to me yesterday before you left: 'Wil-

lie Duval says it's going to blow*?"

"I remember hearing him say that and he was right,

too."

"Well, the phrase ran around in my head till by after-

noon I could stand it no longer so I pitched it out, to-

gether with a lot of other words. Want to hear them?"

"I certainly do."

"All right, here it is:

WILLIE DUVAL

"Captain Willie Duval says it's going to blow;
And who better than Willie Duval should know
Winds of the sky, tides of the sea,

Matters mysterious to you and me.

Oh! If Willie Duval says it's going to blow,
Haul down your mainsail and pipe: 'All below!*

"Peter John Duval of the seven seas

Came sailing to Perce right under the lees

Of Cape Cove and Whitehead, till near the great Rock
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With a twist of the tiller ran safe into dock.

That same Peter John did many a deed

In the Bay of Biscay that brought fame to his seed;

And the king's own commission as privateer.

You can see the king's gift of a sword right here

In Perce Village, nineteen thirty-four,

Though a hundred years past Peter John was no more.

"Now Peter's great grandson is Guardian of Birds

On the Isle Bonaventure, as you've no doubt heard;

Where his fathers before him owned Cliffs Duval,
As his sons and descendants I hope ever shall;

There Canada's Parliament wisely decreed

AU migrating sea birds in peace may breed.

"Some morning give Willie an answering smile

And he'll take you a-sailing for many a mile

All around Bonaventure and tell you the name
Of this bird and that, while he points out the same:

Noble gannets, the gulls and the gray herring hawks;
Married kittiwakes, puffins, the razorbill auks;

Black cormorants awkwardly pacing the beach

Their wet wings a-drying beyond the tide's reach.

Oh! If Willie Duval says it's going to blow,
Haul down your mainsail and pipe: 'All below!*

"

"That's got a great swing," I said, "and I'll promise

to keep you well supplied with bothersome phrases, if

you'll promise to pitch them out in that manner. But

tell me where you got all that about the birds?"

[1543
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*TU answer you," said the Duchess, "by asking a

question. Did you ever see gulls waiting near the stern of

a fisherman's boat for whatever might come their way?"
"I certainly have."

"Well, I sat in the stern of Willie Duval's boat the

other day when Dr. May, the ornithologist of Cohasset,

Mass., was up in the bow talking and as we went sailing

close in near the bird ledges of the island, everything he

said that came my way I *went and took/ if you will

allow me to quote Kipling in the same sentence."

"I wish I'd been along," I said. "Tell me some of the

things you remember about the birds."

"Well, the cormorants that we see standing around

with their wings spread out to dry do that because they

have no oil ducts to make them waterproof, as other

birds have. The sea pigeon wears an ensemble of rouged

mouth and red shoes for her feet. The gannet has a six-

foot spread of wing and can plunge from fifty feet in

the air to seize its prey below the surface of the water.

The harlequin duck is very rare. We saw one as we

sailed by, but he really belonged in Iceland or Green-

land. The razorbill auks are charming little creatures,

pure black and white, like small penguins. Kittiwakes

always travel in pairs and sit facing each other.

They are adorable. It seems that when a duck hawk

arrives in the colony they move around to the west side

of the cliffs. They sat on the wide, comfortable ledges
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of red sandstone like dwellers in an older Park Avenue,

the Indian colors of the rock making a vivid back-

ground for their gray and white. Then there were the

puffins with their short, red striped bills, their squared-

off tails and black and white heads. I don't remember

what murres and guillemots looked like."

"I hope you used the camera/'

"Oh, yes, but the boat was bobbing up and down so

much that the pictures will probably be scalloped."

""Willie should be going out in fifteen minutes," I said,

"if this watch of mine hasn't taken a nap. I think 111

walk down to the boat. I may go around the Island with

him if he gets a full boat load of passengers."

"Very well," said the Duchess, "Fm going to do a

little scouting round on my own. Lunch at the hotel

at one."

The Duchess met me toward lunch time at the South

Beach Hotel.

"Hello, Dan! Where have you been?" she cried.

"Willie's boat didn't go out so I walked up the other

side of Rosy Peak," I answered. "Wrapped myself

around a pine tree and made a sketch."

"Let's see it. Pretty good, too. Must have been a bit of

a scramble to get that point of view."

"It was. But a wise old horse grazing on a slope near

the top showed me how to deal with the ticklish matter

of looking down from a great height. When he wanted
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a particularly attractive bunch of clover near the edge

of the cliff, he worked himself around till his back was

toward the waters and thus freed from the disturbing

sight, he cropped happily, careless of the fact that

most of the time his two hind hoofs were on the last

available inch of earth hanging in air between himself

and St. Lawrence Gulf, two hundred feet below."

"Did he look like the
*

wicked horse' of Gaspe?"

"Might have been his own brother. But what of you?"

I asked as we entered the hotel and found places in the

dining-room.

"Wait till we order the same for me." Then, push-

ing a hand into a pocket of her coat, the Duchess drew

out a bit of violet-colored stone. In it, lines of deeper

color were indented in a design resembling the back-

bone of a fish.

"A trilobite, and a good one!" I exclaimed, turning it

about in my hand. "Where did you find it?"

"On the west side of South Beach."

"That's where John Mason Clarke wrote that he

found so many, twenty years ago."

"I know, because I borrowed a copy of his 'Heart

of Gaspe.'
"

As I handed back this fossilized relative of the horse-

shoe crab, she looked at it and said:

"This little fellow was about the earliest camper on

earth, wasn't he? Paleozoic, anyway. And you and I,

[157]



AWAY TO THE GASPE

Dan, are late Rooseveltian, shall we say? We thought

we were making a dent in history when we decided to

camp on top of a cliff that all these xons of time has

been home for little Trily. Well, here comes the soup."

When that was disposed of the Duchess produced

from another pocket a chunk or two of rock containing

fossilized shells; little shells and larger ones, beautiful

in their gleaming perfection*

"Mollusks, aren't they? Modern and charmingly

gotten up. Probably despised the whole clan of mid-

Victorian Trilobites. Despisers are usually well dressed,

I notice. Ah, here comes the fish! Fm ready for it.

Cooked as they do it here in Perce, cod is another fish

entirely," I said. "One could eat it every day and not

get tired of it."

"You know, Dan/* the Duchess went on, "how much
I like to walk through five-and-ten-cent stores. Well,

this beach down here is the most amazing five-and-ten

of nature that I ever imagined."

"Oh, you're behind the times," I said.
ce
Dr. Logan, the

famous geologist, who came here year after year, told the

world that this area is unique in its value to the sci-

entist."

"I know and Fve seen the bronze tablet to Dr. Logan
set in the cliff on the way up to Perce Rock House; but

I'm merely telling you the fun a simple-minded female

can have wandering along South Beach. Why," she went







AWAY TO THE GASPE

on, "there, spread out on counters of sand, waiting for

the seeing eye and the desirous hand, lie fragments of

rock infinite in kind, color and texture. To say nothing

of the fossils. Fragments of past ages that men and

women of our day can look at, pick up, handle, and

carry home if they want to.
5*

"In other words/
5
1 said, "in Perce, as in no other place,

one can put the earth in one's pocket."

Out of doors again we walked toward Sea View.

Sauntering along, I reminded the Duchess that while

rocks were all right in their places, they were a poor

substitute for toasted muffins,

"What do you suppose," said she, "trilobites liked for

tea?"

"Oh, now, if you are going into the home life of the

trilobites, what do you suppose were their manners and

customs?"

"Probably," said the Duchess, "the Agnostuses of an-

cient lineage looked down upon the Asaphuses as climb-

ers, and the English Dudleys would have nothing to do

with the Paleozoics of Bohemia-"

And there we left them.

That night we were in the tent when a sudden gale

started. We put out extra guy ropes, but the center pole,

in spite of them, showed an ominous bend. (The fact

was that a brass collar of the pole had split, but I hadn't
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told the Duchess because she would always have been

expecting the tent to fold up and smother us in our

beds.) Now, every time an especially strong blast of

wind hit, I put my hand around the weak member and

prayed. But the Duchess doesn't miss anything.

""Why are you doing that? Has something gone

wrong?"

"Oh, I don't know/' said I. "It's a nice old pole. Fm

thinking how strong it is to stand this wind." Just as I

spoke an extraordinarily violent blast hit and I grabbed

the pole with both hands. I could pretend no longer. "It's

the collar," I told her.

"For mercy's sake, now what can we do? I know.

Tape, adhesive tape."

"Don't I know it?" I answered. "If I had tape I could

fix this in a second."

And now I must tell you that the Duchess is a con-

juror, the way she can produce things at a moment's

notice, while just as surely is she a squirrel, the way she

hoards. I've nearly gone crazy on this trip trying to find

places for things she wanted to save, and I to throw away.

But this was her moment.

"Hold on for your life! Don't let go the pole," the

Duchess shouted above the whistling of the wind. Hers

was the voice of a captain on the bridge in a storm. She

dove under her bed, came back with a black bag, just the

kind out of which a conjuror would draw a rabbit. Into
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it she went with both hands, and in one second produced

a small brown wad. Opened out, it proved to be half a

yard of gummy tape.

"Now take your hands away." Quick as lightning the

Duchess had this tape strapped around the collar as pret-

tily as a surgeon weaves a bandage around a broken leg.

And, voila! The old pole ceased to wobble, stood up

straight good as new.

"Well done, my dear/
9

said I

"Saved it from the Rum and Butter Toffee tin/* said

the Duchess.

Before leaving Perce I took a walk by myself at low

tide under the cliffs, from Perce Rock around Cap

Barre, the Three Sisters, and Cap de PAurore, to the

Barrier near Coin du Bane. I wished then for knowledge

to read the story these cliffs tell. It is all clearly written

but I knew only a few words of the language. Yet it

was a thrilling walk. I never knew what was around the

next turning of the rock at my shoulder. Would it

prove so sheer and the water at my feet so deep that I

would not be able to go on? The uncertainty gave zest

to the adventure. It's curious how carefully one goes in

the beginning in trying to keep dry. For the first half

mile I picked my way with care and then at the foot

of the Three Sisters, with my back against the great

wall of rock and with blue depths of water at my feet,
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a little piece of sea-weed got under the sole of my shoe

and the Bay received me. From then on caution was

thrown to the winds and I sloshed along. Instead of cir-

cling an emerald pool left by the tide, in every instance

I went through it. One never has a good time along

shore until thoroughly wet and then nothing matters.

On I went, under Cap L/Aurore. A little beyond I

looked up and saw the place where I had made a draw-

ing of the peak a few days before. Out on a point was

the pine tree I had hooked my leg around to keep me
from falling down the cliff. If I had known then how

little support there was under that pine tree, I should

never have made that sketch!

Before reaching Corner of the Beach I came to a

breakwater extending out into the Bay. It made a beau-

tiful little harbor. Near by were fish houses and boats

pulled up on the shore, but not a soul around. A road led

inland and I decided to seek adventure that way.

The road wound along a lovely mountain stream and

after walking about half a mile I came to a grand farm.

A large house and out-buildings were on one side of the

stream and across an arched bridge stood spacious barns

where men and boys were getting in the first hay of the

season. Quacking ducks waddled up from the stream

and it seemed a regular picture book setting.

Wondering whether there would be a dog, and, if so,

what kind, I approached the house. All I met was a large
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rooster who let it be known to those within that a

stranger was at the gates. An old woman, presumably

grandma, popped her head out of a window and almost

immediately a flood of children poured out of the door,

followed by a young woman whom I took to be their

mother.

"Might I have a glass of water, madame?"

"Oui, monsieur/*

"And how do I get back to Perce?"

"Oh, monsieur, you go up the road, over the bridge,

and then turn to the left and you will find the high road

on which you will continue. Or at a little white house

with a woodpile, you can take the old road up back of

Mt. Ste. Anne and come to Perce that way."

"How far?"

"Six miles by the high road and four the old way/
9

I thanked her and taking my way over the ancient

bridge, was soon on the main highway. I had seldom

been so hungry and if the mother had not been clearing

away the midday meal, I should have asked for some-

thing to eat. But she looked so tired I could not bring

myself to do it.

But four miles was not so much and there might be

a piece of raspberry pie left at Biard's Tea Room when I

got back. This thought hurried me on until another

idea gave me a sinking feeling. Would the Duchess al-

ready have been there and consumed the final piece?
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The Duchess has a growing passion for Llna Bower's

raspberry pie*

When walking, things are revealed one never dreams

of while skimming along in a car. Between Corner of

the Beach and Perce there is a certain piece of road

guarded by a white rail. The rail was about all that

marked the road in my mind, when first we drove over

it coming into Perce. Now today, walking along this

same stretch of road, I leaned over this rail and to my
astonishment I found myself looking down, down for

more than a hundred feet to the bed of a mountain

stream. Great timbers, bolted together end to end, rested

in that bed, and supported the rail. The "fill" upon
which which was laid the excellent surface on which I

stood was held by rock work inlaid in cradled timbers.

I soon came to the little white house with the wood-

pile. Its owner had just arrived with a load of pulp-

wood which he was adding to his already large supply.

Stopping to talk a moment, I learned that times were

not as good as they should be; one worked hard and got

little. But times were going to be better, and here he

commenced to measure with a notched stick the amount

he had added to his pile.

This old road was not much of a highway and would

be impossible for a car, but it was fine for walking. It

wound along up back of Mt. Ste. Anne, affording

glimpses of the sea off to the left. Up and around it I
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went. I passed a few scattered farms and finally came to

a little white house with a lovely garden surrounded by
a white picket fence.

On the porch sat a woman working on a hooked rug.

Drawn as though by a magnet, I walked through the

gate, and sat down on the porch beside her.

"Bonjour, madame," said I.

"Bonjour, monsieur," she answered and went right

on with her work. I admired it.

"The design I make myself. Look. I will show you."

And she spread out the rug for me to see. Then from

both doorways came children. A young girl across the

way in a field, who had been struggling with a reluctant

calf, left him and hurried over to gaze with the others

at the stranger.

More rugs were brought out for me to see and if I had

had money with me, I should have bought one; but as

luck would have it, I was without a penny. "However,"

I said, "another time." I asked for a glass of water and,

thanking her, went on my way.

The road now led down back of Mt. Ste. Anne. Great

red cliffs overhanging it and off to the left was Cap
I/Aurore. Then a stiff climb and suddenly I found my-
self looking down on Perce, North Beach, Three Sisters,

and Cap Barre, under which I had walked a few hours

earlier; beyond these the great Rock; and further still,

all but lost in a blue haze, Bonaventure Island
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I knew my way now as Td been sketching here once

before, so I started gaily down the winding road. Would
I be in time? Had the Duchess already got at the pie?

Arrived at Biard's Restaurant, I inquired. No, the Duch-

ess had not been in for luncheon. Strange, I thought,

very strange.
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CHAPTER XIX

The Duchess's Note Book

Sunday, July 22:

There had been a strong wind in the night, said Dan,
who was dressed and out when I awoke at 7:30. Sud-

denly we heard a church bell ringing down to us from a

slope of Mt. Ste. Anne, the first bell for 8:00 A. M. serv-

ice. We climbed into the car and a few minutes before

the hour drove down out of the hotel grounds, along

the main street to the road over the mountain, up a

short way and into the grounds of the little English

church.

The rector began the communion service according

to the English rite. We knelt along with the sheriff and

his daughter, the postmaster, and a few I had not seen

before.

Back to the tent and to the "Pontifical" breakfast we

like to have once in seven days. The table was set in the

sun and the high-backed folding chairs drawn up. They
are worth in comfort twice what we paid for them.

Dan, toward three o'clock, went off to sketch. Shortly

afterward a sudden heavy shower. In the lobby of Perce

[167]



AWAY TO THE GASPE

Rock House was a great open fire. What a God-send,

as it's getting cold, only a camper with an eight by

eight enclosure, no heat and no place to go, can under-

stand.

In the course of the morning I met Harry Bailey, as I

call the proprietor. "It's a secret but 111 tell you," he

said, "we are going to have lobster for supper!" As the

day drew in toward evening his words came back to

me like a flash of scarlet and at six-thirty lobster we had,

a whole one for each of us, tender and salty with the

taste of the sea.

A little after seven we and many others took the road

that led to the cross at the top of Mt. Joli. In that same

place a cross has been standing since 1680. The last of

the way is a steep climb. The sunset was magnificent in

the midst of the absolute stillness. As we went up, step

by step, the magnificence widened and the glory grew,

culminating in the heavens above us as we reached the

top. Our eyes involuntarily turned to the great Rock. As

I looked at its prow, two hundred and eighty-eight feet

high pointing landward, it seemed to move, to be a

mighty ship mysteriously sailing the waters of eternity.

Now, light of the setting sun fell full upon its four

million tons of sandstone and conglomerate, and every

facet of its surface gave back radiantly the colors out

of which white light is made.

Three miles away to the south stretched lovely Bon-
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aventrure Island. And hung above a wide sea, which lay

serene as far as sight could reach, were cloud masses of

molten gold, streamed over with rose, resting upon strata

of purple, gray, and blue. Far down, on the curving

beach below, we could see fisher folk wandering along

the sands in the evening light.

July 24:

Last night the moon was more than half orbed and

its silvery dominance made going to sleep seem silly. In-

stead, we sat in the front seat of the car and turning on

the tiny dash light, I read a good tale aloud for an hour

and a half. But it's strange what moonlight does to

fiction. The words and the thoughts they expressed

seemed to grow increasingly artificial as the night became

more and more alive with silvered mystery. At last I

could stand the disparity no longer and stopped.

July 26:

Late this afternoon Dan went to the Roman Catholic

Bazaar. When he saw me at dinner time he told of meet-

ing Senator L'Esperance and his family. They are the

people who own the beautiful place we saw during our

walk the other day- They have invited us to tea on Fri-

day, which is certainly nice of them, since they do not

know who we are and we are looking like a couple of

gypsies.
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Tonight the wind came tearing down from the high

hills at its usual play time of 11:30 and shook the tent

till morning, as a terrier shakes a rat. We slept little,

but did not mind. Pure air, night and day for a month,

has invigorated me to the state where unusual strain has

no bad effect. With the coming of dawn the wind

quieted and I fell asleep. It was nearly nine o'clock when

I heard Dan's voice calling: "All on deck for coffee."

Sunday, July 29:

Sunny and still. Toward eleven o'clock we walked

through the viiJage and up mountain road to the Eng-

lish church. After the service we met two families from

Detroit, who are camped near South Beach. They

showed us their splendid equipment. It was amusing to

find in the course of conversation that we had mutual

acquaintances. The eight of them are making a trip

around the Gaspe and are taking their adventures as

gaily as Dan and I.

After lunch we went to call on the Cure of Perce.

We walked down our hill, then west past the famous

baseball field to the rectory of the handsome stone

church. Young Father Le Blanc and his sweet faced

mother received us graciously, entertained us with

stories of the Gaspe, and showed us photographs. Among
these was one that proved life in a quiet place can at

times be intensely dramatic it showed nine hundred
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people lying dead drowned in the wreck of the Em-

press of Ireland near Point au Pere.

They cheered us with wine and cake and then we all

went outdoors to see the Cure's little stallion from

Sable Island. He stood in a pasture near by and looked

at us out of intelligent eyes. From his exquisite little

head on a tensely curved neck, along a beautifully

moulded glossy brown body, down finely formed legs

to his neat and tiny hoofs, he was quiveringly alive.

Never had I seen a creature that so thrilled me with a

sense of life. My delight in him was so apparent that the

Cure went indoors and brought me a photograph show-

ing this "pony" up on the rectory verandah with an

amiable dog seated on his back. "And hell follow me
into the kitchen if I let him. Would you believe he was

so wild and vicious with another owner that the man
was afraid to go near him?"

Thanking this friendly mother and son for their

hospitality, we hurried back the way we had come, and

then along toward the Cross on Mt. Joli. Halfway there,

stands the charming house of Mr. and Mrs. Michael Fen-

nell (he is the engineer of the great Montreal water

front, docks and piers) . We had been invited to tea at

four-thirty, and we found the Fennells and their guests

assembled in a glass enclosed sun porch busily talking,

French mostly and enjoying fresh lobster sand-

wiches and delectable cakes. Among the guests was
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Mr. Traver, founder of the book store in Trenton and

one of the first to summer at Perce Rock House. What

a good talk I had with him about books, and collectors,

and the strange ways of the writing "critters."

August r:

Gray, with sudden wet showers. The English church

held its annual Bazaar this afternoon. Mrs. Warren

Foote, of Swathmore, Pa., who is staying at the hotel,

walked with me down to the building where it was held,

near The Black Whale, Perce's Arts and Crafts center.

Met all the English people in town. I laid in a supply of

good bread and cake, to say nothing of **fancy" trifles.

Then Dan, in a dripping rain coat appeared and we all

had tea.

This same evening, I gave a Chaucer program at

Mrs. Foote's request, who gathered the hotel guests in

the living room of the Annex. It amused me to have

Harry Bailey in the guise of the Proprietor, prepare the

way by going before me swinging a big brass bell as he

announced the entertainment.

August 2. Morning:

A very important day with weather especially pre-

pared for it; sunny, warm, and no wind blowing. Sen-

ator David L'Esperance, and his charming wife and

daughter are coming to drink tea with us at the teat.
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After the two delightful parties they have given us,

this seems a poor return. But the Senator loves camp-

ing, and asked to see our arrangements. I'm troubled

about a teapot as I did not bring an earthenware one,

and the Senator knows how good tea is made. Fortu-

nately I brought English tea with me. Fm blessing yes-

terday's Bazaar for proper refreshments. Senator L'Es-

perance organized the Four Hundredth Anniversary

celebrations of the landing of Jacques Cartier on the*

Gaspe Peninsula. He is now deep in preparations for

the chief and final event, soon to take place, at Gaspe. It's

no wonder that I've cleaned and tidied the tent to within

an inch of its life.

August 4:

The Twins from Ottawa, slight, dark haired young
ladies of French appearance, are making their annual

visit to Perce. Last night, in the hotel lobby, I heard this

story about them: Monday, after changing trains at

Matapedia, they established themselves on the observa-

tion platform at the rear of the Peninsula train. The

train started and they settled back to enjoy this delight-

ful part of the journey that brought them again to their

beloved Perce. About three hours went by. Then one

of the twins let out a scream and grabbed her sister,

"It's gone!"

"What?"
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"My bag! With all the money, tickets, keys and every-

thing!"

She jumped up and ran through the train till she

found a brakeman. She told him and he rushed to the

conductor. The conductor heard the story, pulled the

bell rope, and then hurried to the engineer, who stopped

the train.

The astonished passengers saw themselves going back-

ward, and the reason for this quickly spread through

the train. All necks were craned out of the windows,

while the train backed almost five miles. The bag was

not recovered but the conductor told the tearful young

lady not to worry because her bag would be restored to

her.

Once more the train went forward. At the next station

the conductor got off and telegraphed the story back

along the line, requesting that a search party be sent out.

The twins arrived in Perce Monday night and estab-

lished themselves at Perce Rock House. Wednesday night

the mail was not in at eight o'clock, nor at eight-thirty.

The lobby was crowded with expectant guests when at

last it arrived. With it there came a package for Mile, of

Ottawa. She opened it and, voila! Her bag! Money,

keys and papers, intact!

This morning I met a Miss Elizabeth Wassum at the

hotel, who comes from Springfield, Massachusetts, and

who is devoted to Perce and spends every summer here.

[174]







AWAY TO THE GASPE

When I spoke of being interested in Gaspe wild flowers

she very kindly showed me her list, and allowed me to

copy it. I have added one given me by the Provincial

Tourist Bureau of Quebec, and a list I made myself.

Some of these flowers are to be found along the roadsides

and in the fields of Gaspe, often with larger blossoms

than the same species in the States. Others must be

sought along beaches, or on the mountains.

WILD FLOWERS OF GASPE

Orange hawkweed

Devil's paint brush

White daisy

Buttercup
A beach variety of the but-

tercup

Butter and eggs

Butterwort

Clover, both red and white

(extraordinarily large and

fragrant)

Shrubby cinquefoil

Caraway
Harebell (single and clus-

tered)

Mustard (wild and culti-

vated)

Vetch (pea)

Yellow rattle

Great burnett

Wild forget-me-nots

Water cress

American brooklyme
Sea lungwort
Bedstraw

Wood oxalis

One flower pyrola

Sonchus

Autumn dandelion

Ladies* tresses

Purple fringed orchid

Iris

Cowslip

Eyebright

Purple avens

Jill-over-the-wall

Mountain saxifrage (in the

grotto on Mt. Ste. Anne)
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Wild turnip

Tansy, yellow

Yarrow, white

Fire weed (loosestrife)

Silver weed

Grass of Parnassus

Twin flower

Mallow (runaway garden

flower)

Bunchberries, red

Everlasting, white

Cow parsnip (great white

heads of flowers, grandly

decorative but poisonous)

Meadow rue

Twisted stalk

Clyntonia

Zygadenus
White cockle

Tall buttercup

Bladder campion
Wild mustard

Yellow dock

Common chicory

Spotted cowbane

Blue weed

Spurrey
Field sow thistle

Ox-eyed daisy

Night flowering cathfly

I learned some other facts from the Provincial Tourist

Bureau at Quebec, particularly about the diseases which

are attacking some of the forest trees and what is being

done to combat them. The spruce sawfly which crept in

from Europe in some underhanded way has been at-

tacking the forests. And a certain parasite, which in turn

destroys the sawfly, has been encouraged to live in the

Gaspe timberland. Most of the forest trees are spruce,

larch, pine, birch, and poplar, and this sawfly doesn't

seem to confine himself to spruce alone, as his name

would indicate. Some of the pines show red rust.

Hay fever victims should enjoy the Peninsula because

no ragweed grows here.



CHAPTER XX

Saturday, August 18:

It was a gorgeous day. I really don't remember what

we did, except enjoy ourselves, in sunshine that brought
out all Perce's wonderful color. But toward evening,

things commenced to happen, and by ten o'clock, so

much had happened, to the Duchess and myself, that

we were looked upon and cared for, as a couple of ship-

wrecked mariners.

About seven, it being such a lovely evening, the

Duchess suggested we take a walk, so as usual, we secured

the tent, made all tight and snug, and then climbed up
to the Cross on Mt. Joli, to see the sunset, and the ever

changing color on the Great Rock. When the glory had

departed, we slowly walked down again, and on, to

South Beach. Sauntering along, suddenly the Duchess

said, "I just saw lightning, did you?"

"Lightning, on a beautiful evening like this, you must

be crazy.**

"Not as crazy as you think, my dear. I have grown to

know Gaspe weather. Stop, and look over there." She

pointed to the north. And, sure enough, over Barachois

way, the sky as I watched, lit up.
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''Nothing but heat lightning," I said. "Whatever it is,

we hear no thunder, so the storm must be a long way off."

We continued our walk, but I knew the Duchess was

not enjoying it. That sixth sense of hers was working,

and made her uneasy.

Finally we turned around and started back to the

Hotel to see if the mail had come in, and to have a look

at the register. It was always a source of amusement to

us to see who had arrived and from where they had

come. By the time we reached the Hotel there were dark

clouds in the northwest, and distinct lightning, but

as yet no thunder.

We went in, and found to our joy, a lot of mail. After

opening letters, I settled down with a magazine.

Suddenly the squall struck! Hit the Hotel, shook it.

Doors slammed. Everyone rushed about, grabbing this

and that.

"The tent!" cried the Duchess. "The tent! What do

you suppose has happened to it?"

The wind ceased almost as suddenly as it struck. But

rain fell terrifically for fifteen minutes. A host of people

crowded around commiserating with us on the ruin of

our canvas home.

At the end of about fifteen minutes, with a borrowed

flashlight, I started out from the hotel toward the tent,

i few hundred feet away. Through the rain I could see

:>ur faithful Sally, but where, oh where, was the tent?
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No sign of its pointed top appeared. My heart sank.

Could it have blown out to sea with all our possessions?

Taken flight like one of the gulls and perhaps tomorrow

be found on Bonaventure Island?

I ran forward, and around the end of the car. There

on the ground I saw a crumpled mass of wet brown

canvas, lying like a bird with a broken wing. At once I

understood what had happened: the weak joint of the

tent pole had failed. That brass collar, even with the ad-

dition of the Toffee tin tape, which the Duchess had so

miraculously supplied, had given way during the squall.

I investigated. Undid fastenings. Flashed my torch in-

side. For the first time I wished to Heaven the floor had

not been waterproofed because I saw about six inches

of water at the far end. However, as usual, Lady Luck

was with us. The ground sloped toward the back, and

almost everything we cared for, up at the higher front

end, was untouched by the water, all except my
famous corduroy trousers, which were floating around

and seeming to enjoy it. I had always contended they

were put together with fish glue, so now they were right

in their element.

Help soon arrived from the Hotel with picture wire

found in the cellar. This was wound around the gaping

brass collar, and served to hold the pole up for the night.

I, equipped with a bucket, bailed out our headquarters.

But of course it was impossible to sleep there. The Hotel
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was entirely filled, but our generous host and his wife, by

inconveniencing themselves, made room for us.

Sunday was a glorious day. Nature smiled, as though

to say, "A storm last night? My dear sir, ridiculous !"

Early that morning I was off to a garage with the pole,

and its now completely ruined brass collar. Meanwhile

the Duchess hung near by fences with our wet possessions,

blankets and clothing. Everybody knew what had

happened, and in the characteristic, kindly Gaspesian

manner, did not seem to see.

The tent now has a pole with a collar of galvanized

iron pipe an inch and a half thick.

The Duchess's Road Notes

August zo: 11.00 A. M. A rainy Monday.

In a cold mist and blowing wind we are leaving this

scene of five happy weeks. All our friends from the

hotel came out to the car and wished us a good journey.

Down the hill we go, turn south and head toward

home. Now we have stopped for a few supplies, espe-

cially for a cabbage, Mr. Reynoulf very kindly going to

his own garden to cut one for me and bringing it to the

car all crispy, with dew between the loose outer leaves.

It did me good to look at it. "We go our way along the

shore road. While at Perce I wondered where the butter
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came from and now, driving along toward Cape Cove,

we have come to Anse-a-Beaufils, and there on a building

is a sign: BUTTER FACTORY. A small village lying

along the water's edge. Many fishing boats are drawn tip

near the wharf. The earth of the road is red.

CAPE COVE, (ANSE DU CAP)

An English church and a large railway station.

We see a sign: "Specialize in Salads." There is a big

gray metal church of Rome and another English chapel.

Women picking strawberries; tall peas and potatoes in

blossom are common sights in this fertile agricultural

township. A windmill with a wheel on which were four

little sailing ships, stands just outside the town. A brown

hen that did not double back, ran across the road in

front of us. All Gaspe hens seem to have sense.

The pea vines are from six to seven feet tall. The

houses are tiny and unpainted, with bright flowers in

the dooryards. Sheep graze in the pasture lands. Split

rail fences divide the farm lands.

GRANDE RIVIERE

This village only eight miles from Perce, along a green

and blue highway; green of wide rolling meadow and

pasture land on our right, and to the left the beaches

and coves of the shore land, and beyond the blue, never-
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ending "sea." Jacques Carrier festivities were going on

in the town and we saw the banners, and shields deco-

rated with the fleur-de-lis of France. On the other side

of the village we passed over an old bridge which spans

the Petit-Pabos, a shallow, quiet stream which joins the

ocean just beyond. Soon came to Ste. Adelaide-de-Pabos.

Small, clean little town with a church in its center and

houses grouped closely around it.

CHANDLER

Seems strange to find such an American name here.

In 1912 a gentleman of Philadelphia started a pulp mill

in the town and now many of the inhabitants make

their living from it. This is more of an industrial center

than most towns along here, but there is a grand white

sandy beach.

We turn inland a bit and climb toward the rising

slopes. Tiny houses, not much bigger than Indian tepees,

between Chandler and Newport. As a matter of fact

there is said to be a Micmac settlement in this vicinity.

Not much agriculture, I should judge. Scrub growth,

hawkweed, yarrow and thistles.

In the woods and mountains back of Newport hunters

find big game, as they do at the next settlement: Anse

au Gascons. But it was cormorants that interested us.

Thousands of them could be seen on a great mass of rock

not far from the parish church of "Gascons/*
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PORT DANIEL

Approaching Port Daniel I noticed that all the

houses had a second story doorway with a railed porch.

When we got to the town itself we stopped for refresh-

ments and I asked the hotel proprietor the reason for the

second story doors. He answered, "Snow storms." Ex-

tremes meet, here in this land of heat. After this we
sauntered around, had a look at a fleet of fishing boats

that happened to be anchored in the sheltered harbor

and at the miles of sandy beach which have helped to

make Port Daniel the prosperous place it seems. There

are limestone quarries too. We ended our walk at a

cottage which houses the Arts and Crafts organiza-

tion. There I bought enough fragrant pine needles

for several pillows. This incident is underscored, so to

speak, by the fact that stretching away from the cot-

tage grounds was a ten acre field of red clover in full

bloom. We discovered the extent of it when, having

returned to patient Sally we drove on our way.

Lime laid the dust of a road that was also red and the

roadside fences were made of the twisted roots and

trunks of trees. A handful of houses: Shigawake and

soon another hamlet along the shore: St. Godefroi

PASPEBIAC

Driving in to this prettily situated old fishing settle-
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ment, real heat descended upon us for the first time In

two months. Just as we drew up in order to take off

coats, I saw holly trees, in grounds near by and I won-

dered if it might have been the famous Charles Robin

from the Island of Jersey, organizer of the Gaspe fish-

ing industry, who brought holly to Paspebiac, as well

as prosperity. We saw the quay and a steamer being

loaded with farm products and pulp wood. The coast is

high here so there is a splendid view of the Bay of Cha-

leurs.

NEW CARLISLE

Heat! And at once we see good looking corn in the

cultivated land and apple trees in the bordering fields.

A court house, four churches, pleasant homes and people

walking along well laid streets were our quick im-

pressions of this town. We would like to go down to

the beach and watch the surf bathers but we must

get on.

Ten miles from New Carlisle we came to three cov-

ered bridges over Bonaventure River. The town of this

name is attractive and evidently a popular resort. Chil-

dren lay on the sands at the beach and tennis was being

played in the grounds of a hotel. Young people walked

in the pleasant environs as we drove on. After passing

through little St. Simeon the road gradually ascended

till we found ourselves at the top of a headland, and
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there was St. Charles-de-Caplan. We stopped to enjoy

the view across the bay to the distant cape. "Tell me

something about this place," I said to Dan. "I don't feel

like opening a book.'*

"I can tell you the story of Marguerite who was cast

away on a reef of this shore in the year 1542," he an-

swered, and began:

"It seems that Marguerite, a lady of a noble family,

sailed from France in 1542 on her uncle's ship. The

uncle was a stern man with strong ideas of his position

as a nobleman and when his niece fell in love with one

of his Norman sailors, his rage was boundless. He de-

termined to punish them and on a rocky island near

this very shore, he cast off Marguerite and her lover to

perish. The man made a raft of driftwood and started

for the mainland for help, never to return. And now,

when the wind howls, and a storm rises, the people of

St. Charles say they can hear Marguerite's shrieks of

despair as she paces her island prison waiting for her

lover who never comes."

"I don't like that story/
9
1 said, "tell me another: how

far it is to New Richmond?" Dan let in the clutch as

he answered "ten miles," and drove Sally slowly through

St. Charles and along the curving highway that now ran

somewhat inland. This part of the trip proved to be as

lovely as anything we had seen since leaving Perce.

Mountains on our right against the sky; nearer were
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wooded hills and valleys of watered meadows. Now and

then we saw little houses and farm buildings and when-

ever the road reached the top of a rise, we could look

between branches of pine and hemlock, far away across

wide wide waters. New Richmond proved to be a lum-

ber town with splendid fishing facilities. The salmon

streams are privately leased. We stopped to take a look

at the log cabins and lodge near here. They were attrac-

tive but Escuminac had taken possession of our minds

as the place for this day's stop, so we drove off.

ctDo you know anything about Maria?" I asked Dan.

"I've never in my life known a woman by that

name," he answered, "but if it's the next town you're

referring to I recall that it was named after the wife of

Lord Dorchester, once Governor of Canada." He went

on: "As I thought of the Lady Maria Effingham

and read that her name-place was noted for lumber

and lobsters, the incongruity fixed the town in my
memory."
When we came within sight of Maria we found it

was beautifully situated on the shores of a bay with a

range of mountains in the background. It was amusing
to find that Carleton, five miles further along, named
for "Maria's" distinguished husband, was tiny in com-

parison. But it was beautifully situated and, we learned,

a favorite summer place, boasting a golf club, and an

unusually fine beach.
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We went on through St. Omer and into a most lovely

valley near Nouvelle where hay cocks rested in mown,

green meadows, and sheep grazed beside a silver stream.

We passed into a covered bridge and out o its darkness

into brilliant sunshine. Suddenly swinging around a

bend of the road we came upon a wide pasture with high

hills bordering it to the north and west and overlooking

the Bay of Chaleurs. Dan pulled Sally up short and

looked at me, I nodded, saying: "It's only four-thirty

but this place is perfect, and besides it is Escuminac."

The land was owned by Boyn Inn near by and we were

given permission to camp. In a short half hour the tent

was up and everything needed was comfortably at Hand.

In the pasture were handsome clumps of yellow disk

yarrow that fascinated me. I got out the camera and

photographed them in profile, full face, and every other

way. Then Dan wandered about taking "shots/' With

night came a full moon. The light of it turned the

waters of the Bay into shimmering silver as we sat gaz-

ing toward the distant New Brunswick shore.

August 21 :

We are on the road again, it's ten o'clock, and the sun

is shining.

The roadsides are green, but I have seen the first red

leaves of autumn. We pass through hamlets now and

then. On to Ristigouche, the road now bordered with
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scrub growth and ferns. Everywhere along our way we

have come upon evidence of the good work of the Roads

Commission. We stop and Dan takes a photograph of

this beautiful spot and the encircling hills,

RISTIGOUCHE

Nineteen miles from Escuminac we came to this little

village of 593 Indians. It is strange to see a Romanesque
church in the midst of it and a Capuchin monastery. In

the little square is a well whose curb was brought from

France some years ago, and given to the monks by Amer-

ica's distinguished John Finley. The Indians speak of Ste.

Anne as their "Queen/' I wish we could stay and have a

talk with these good Brothers about the Micmac Indian

folklore and history, for they are authorities on these

subjects. To Matapedia where we lunched at the hotel.

There we learned that the rivers are too low for salmon

fishing, so we gave up our plan of spending a few days

in this valley. However, we are going to drive up to

Causapscal to get a bit of the scenery.

Even with the waters so low the winding of the Mata-

pedia River between spruce clad mountainsides that

seemed to fold and unfold as the car carried us forward,

was worth the seeing. Skies had been gray since noon.

After running twelve miles we turned and came back

and all the beauty of the scene came to us afresh. The
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sun was shining as we crossed the River, and started up
the highway heading for Campbellton.

The drive was beautiful all the way to Tide Head.

The great pulp and paper mills of Atholville are the

buildings we saw last night from Escuminac. (This In-

dian name means, they say, "observation point.")

CAMPBELLTON

Sophistication met us as we drove into this city, in the

guise of an English nurse maid, in cap and uniform,

wheeling her charge along the high street. And then as

we went slowly along streets lined with attractive

and up-to-the-minute stores and buildings, civilization

crashed down upon us. We went straight through

Campbellton and out the other side. On our left we

could still see, far away in the distance the Gaspe Penin-

sula, beautiful in the afternoon light; its deep green

mountains in purple shadow, their peaks touched with

the sun. This is the north shore of New Brunswick

and we are looking across the waters to the south shore

of the Gaspe. Dan has drawn the car up to the side of

the road and is photographing the magnificent pano-

rama.

Soon he came and stood beside me. We gazed in silence

across the Bay of Chaleur to the gray-blue headland. All

the joy of our two months there swept over me as I
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watched the cloud shadows play upon it. Suddenly, an

arc of glorious light illumined all the skies above. A rain-

bow! As though in response, we smiled. "You remem-

ber/' said Dan, "a rainbow marked the beginning of our

adventure. Now a rainbow is marking the end. Gaspe is

telling us good-bye in cosmic terms/'

"Oh, it is the other way round," I answered. "Cosmos

has taken on the accent of kindly Gaspesian speech and is

saying:
cAu revoir/

"



Write to the Provincial Tourist Bureau; Roads Depart-

ment, Parliament Building, Quebec, Canada, for answers to

any questions regarding the open season for hunting, open
season for fishing, Canadian Customs Regulations; or any

question concerning the Gaspe Peninsula, or Province of

Quebec.



NOTES

Notes from: ffThe Gaspe Peninsula
99

published by the

'Provincial Tourist Bureau, Quebec. Improvement and develop-

ment of Maritime or other Fisheries.

An act passed by the Provincial Legislature in 1925 au-

thorized the formation of associations whose object is the im-

provement and development of maritime or other fisheries;

the purchase of rigging, boats and all articles necessary or

useful to fishermen; the catching, inspecting, conserving,

transforming, transporting, and placing on the Canadian and

other markets, of all kinds of fish; the building of cold stor-

age plants and all other buildings necessary for the fishing in-

dustry; and the canning and selling of fish.

To encourage the formation of such associations the law

provides that the property they possess shall be free from all

Government taxes.

There are at present about a dozen such "cooperative"
societies in existence and their progress has helped to improve
the quality of the fish marketed in this country.

Before the establishment of these associations there was no
classification as to quality. Government Inspectors now ex-

amine and classify each catch. The Government also pays

premiums to fishermen using the most care in cleaning and

washing cod. The sum of $500. is granted to cooperatives who
desire to build plants for the classification, packing, and stor-

age of fish.
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Grants have also been made to enable fishermen to build

larger and stronger boats so that they may go further out to

sea in pursuit of the cod.

It is estimated that from twenty to thirty million cod are

taken yearly along the Gaspe coast. After three hundred years

of fishing it is small wonder that the catches are not nearly

so large as in early days.

Freely quoted from: **The Gaspe Peninsula" Published by
the Provincial Tourist Bureau, Quebec.

&

THE COD

Boston may be the home of the cod, but Gaspe is the land

of the cod.

Cod is still the chief commercial asset and it has been the

largest factor in the settlement and development of the Pen-

insula.

Long before Columbus, Basque fishermen from the Bay of

Biscay had reached these Canadian shores. After the coming
of Champlain, cod fishing was established on a business foot-

ing.

In 1672, Nicholas Denys held a lease of the entire shore south

of the Gulf of St. Lawrence. He wrote at that time that the

fishermen were mostly Normans from Honfleur, Dieppe, and

other small French harbors. Some were from Boulogne,

Calais, and Brittany. The Basques were the most skilful fisher-

men and the Bretons the least adept. These crews crossed the

Atlantic each year, caught their fish, prepared them on the

shore, then took it back to the markets in France. Several

hundred vessels constituted the fleet and gradually the in-

dustry became established along the Gaspe shores.

The organizer and syndicator of fishing interests was
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Charles Robin in 1766. He succeeded in spite of reverses oc-

casioned by wars and his descendents carried on, until today
as one can see by looking around in the more important settle-

ments along the Baie de Chaleurs he is still remembered.

General Stores, operated in the chain system, still include the

name Robin on the signs they bear.

There have always been competitors to the Robin interests,

and today several other companies successfully operate fish-

ing stations in Gaspe.



ROUTES AROUND GASPE PENINSULA

Route No. 2

Levis to Riviere~du-Loup

Read Down VILLAGES TOWNS Population

(I have been unable to find a census

of some of the smaller villages.)

0.0 Quebec (Quebec Auto Club) 135,000

Quebec City free municipal Information

Bureau at Quebec Automobile Club

Headquarters, No. 2 Chauveau Ave.

(Opposite City Hall) .

All Tourists welcome.

Ferry Service to Levis every twenty min-

utes. Fare: 40^! per car 10^ per passen-

ger.

1.2 Levis 10,620

2.0 Lauzon 6*512

6.0 Ville Guay
9,6 Beaumont 718

15.6 St. Michel 1,440

20.6 St. Vallier 1,135

26.3 Berthier 991

35.5 St. Thomas

3 6.0 Montmagny 6,462
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Routes Around the Peninsula

Route No. 2

Levis To Riviere du Loup

Route No. 10

Riviere-du-Loup to Ste. Flavie

Read down VILLAGES TOWNS Population

o.o Riviere-du-Loup 8,880

6.3 Cacouna 1*095

16.4 Llle Verte 2,362
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Routes Around the Peninsula

Route No. 10

Riviere-du-Loup to Ste. Flavie
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Routes Around the Peninsula

Route No. 6: Gaspe Belt Highway
Ste. Flavie to Matapedia

ReadDousn VILLAGES TOWNS Population

76.9 St. Paul des Capucins 335
86.0 Cap Chat 2,182

96.4 Ste. Anne des Monts

100.8 St. Joachim de Tourelle 1,052

105.5 Ruisseau Castor

no.o Cap au Renard

113.6 Riviere a la Marte

118.9 Marsoui 127

124.8 Ruisseau Arbour

128.0 Riviere a Claude

131.8 Mont St. Pierre

137.9 Mont Louis 1,281

141.7 Anse Pleureuse 200

152.0 Manche d'fipee

155.7 Petite Madeleine

156.7 Madeleine 649
170.6 Grande Vallee 800

174.3 Petite Vallee

179.2 Pointe a la Fregate

183.1 Cloridorme 1,262

186.9 St. Yvon

189.7 Grand tang 1,040

199.8 Anse a Valleau

Pointe Jaune

203.0 L'Echourle
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Routes Around the Peninsula

Route No. 6: Gaspe Belt Highway
Ste. Flavie to Matapedia

Read Down VILLAGES TOWNS Population

205.2 Petit Cap
206.8 Petite Riviere aux Renards

209.4 Riviere aux Renards 2,547

2 1 1.2 Anse a la Fougere

215.5 Anse au Griffon

217.8 Anse Jersey

222.9 Cap des Rosiers 690

227.8 Cap aux Os

234.6 Peninsula

240.3 St. Majorique 1*035

246.6 Gaspe 1,908

261.8 Douglastown *>95*

269.1 St. Georges de la Malbaie 747
Pointe St. Pierre

269.6 Belle Anse

276.6 Barachois 1,186

283.1 Coin du Bane

288.1 Perc< 1,292

Left hand road leads to Gaspe via

"Lemieux Road" short cut, no scenery.

294.2 Anse a Beaufils

298.2 Anse du Cap 2,125

Ste. Th<rse de Gasp6

306.3 Grande Riviere *?749

312.1 Pabos 2,652
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Routes Around the Peninsula

Route No. 6: Gaspe Belt Highway
Ste. Flavie to Matapedia
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